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M  R.     P     R     I     O     R. 


AN  ODE, 

IXSCR13E0    TO   THE    MEMORY    OF 

TIIE   HONOURABLE    COLONEL  GEORGE   VILLI ERS, 

DROWNED    IN    THE    RIVER    PIAVA,    1703. 

IN     IMITATION    OF     HORACE,     I     OD.    XXVIIT. 

"  Te  maris  &r  terrae  numeroque  carentis  arenas 
"  Menlbrem  cohibenr,  Archyta,  &c." 

O  AY,  deareft  Villlers,  poor  departed  friend 

(Since  fleeting  life  thus  fuddenly  mud  end)  ; 
Say,  what  did  all  thy  bufy  hopes  avail, 
That  anxious  thou  from  pole  to  pole  didfl  fail, 
Kre  on  thy  chin  the  fpringing  beard  began 
To  fpread  a  doubtful  down,  and  promife  man  ? 
What  profited  thy  thoughts,  and  tolls,  and  care:*, 
In  vigour  more  coniirm'd,  and  riper  years, 
To  wake,  ere  morning  dawn,  to  loud  alarms, 
And  march  till  clofe  of  night  in  heavy  arm: ; 
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To  fcorn  the  fummer's  funs  and  winter's  fnows, 
And  fearch  through  every  dime  thy  country's  fo€S 
That  thou  might'ft  Fortune  to  tliy  fide  engage  ; 
That  gentle  Peace  might  quell  Bellona's  rage  ; 
And  Anna's  bounty  crown  her  foldier's  hoary  age 

In  vain  we  think  that  free-wiU'd  man  has  power 
To  haften  or  protraft  th'  appointed  hour. 
Our  term  of  life  depends  not  on  our  deed : 
Before  our  birth  our  funeral  was  decreed. 
Nor  aw'd  by  forefight,  nor  mifled  by  chance, 
Imperious  Death  direfts  his  ebon  lance ; 
Peoples  great  Henry's  tombs,  and  leads  up  Holben' 
dance. 

Alike  muft  every  ftate  and  every  age 
iSuftain  the  univerfal  tyrant's  rage  ; 
For  neither  William's  power,  nor  Mary's  charms. 
Could  or  repel  or  pacify  his  arms. 
Young  Churchill  fell,  as  hfe  began  to  bloom  ; 
And  Bradford's  trembling  age  expefts  the  tomb : 
Wifdom  and  eloquence  in  vain  would  plead 
One  moment's  refpite  for  the  learned  head : 
Judges  of  writings  and  of  men  have  dy'd  ; 
Maecenas,  Sackville,  Socrates,  and  Hyde : 
And  in  their  various  turns  the  fons  mufl  tread 
Thofe  gloomy  journies  which  their  fires  have  led. 

The  ancient  Sage,  who  did  fo  long  maintain 
That  bodies  die,  but  fouls  return  again. 
With  all  the  births  and  deaths  he  had  in  ftore. 
Went  out  Pythagoras,  and  came  no  more. 

And 
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And  modern  Afgyll,  wliofe  capricious  thought 
Is  yet  with  {lores  of  wilder  notions  fraught, 
Too  foon  convinc'd  (liall  yield  that  fleeting  breath, 
Which  play'd  fo  idly  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Some  from  the  flranded  vefTel  force  their  way ; 
Fearful  of  fate,  they  meet  it  in  the  fea  : 
Some,  who  efcape  the  fury  of  the  wave, 
Sicken  on  earth,  and  fink  into  a  grave : 
In  journies  or  at  home,  in  war  or  peace. 
By  hardfliips  many,  many  fall  by  eafe. 
Each  changing  feafon  does  its  poifon  bring  ; 
Rheums  chill  the  winter,  agues  blaft  the  fpring  ; 
Wet,  dry,  cold,  hot,  at  the  appointed  hour, 
All  acl  fubfervient  to  the  tyrant's  power : 
And,  when  obedient  Nature  knows  his  will, 
A  fly,  a  grape-ilone,  or  a  hair,  can  kill. 

For  reftlefs  Proferpine  for  ever  treads 
In  paths  unfeen,  o'er  our  devoted  heads  ; 
And  on  the  fpacious  land,  and  hquid  main, 
Spreads  flow  difeafe,  or  darts  afflitlive  pain  : 
Variety  of  deaths  confirm  her  endlefs  reign. 

On  curft  Piava's  banks  the  Goddefs  Hood, 
Shew'd  her  dire  warrant  to  the  rifing  flood  ; 
When  what  I  long  mufl  love,  and  long  muil  mourn. 
With  fatal  fpeed  w^as  urging  his  return  ; 
In  his  dear  countr}',  to  difperfe  his  care, 
And  arm  himfelf  by  reft  for  future  war  ; 
To  chide  his  anxious  friends  officious  fears. 
And  promife  to  their  joys  his  elder  years : 
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Oh !  deftinM  head  !  and  oh  !  fevere  decree  ! 
Nor  native  country  thou,  nor  friend,  fhalt  fee  ; 
Nor  war  haft  thou  to  wage  ;  nor  vear  to  come  : 
Impending  death  is  thine,  and  inftant  doom. 

Hark  I   the  imperious  Goddefs  is  obey'd  : 
Winds  murmur  ;  fnows  defcend  ;  and  waters  fpread. 
Oh  !  kinfman,  friend — Oh  !   vain  are  all  the  cries 
Of  human  voice,  ftrong  Deftiny  replies  : 
Weep,  you  on  earth ;  for  he  Ihall  fleep  below : 
Thence  none  return,  and  thither  all  muft  go. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  choice  or  bufmefs  leads 
To  this  fad  river,  or  the  neighbouring  meads ; 
If  thou  may 'ft  happen  on  the  dreary  fliores 
To  find  the  objeft  which  this  verfe  deplores, 
Cleanfe  the  pale  corpfe  with  a  religious  hand 
From  the  polluting  weed  and  common  fand  j 
Lay  the  dead  Hero  graceful  in  a  grave 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive), 
And  fragrant  mould  upon  his  body  throw,  "^ 

And  plant  the  warrior-laurel  o'er  his  brov\' :  > 

Light  lie  the  eartli,  and  flourifh  green  the  bough.     J 

So  may  j lift  Heaven  fecure  thy  future  life 
From  foreign  dangers  and  domeftic  ftrife  ! 
And,  when  th'  infernal  judge's  difmal  power 
From  the  dark  urn  fhall  throw  thy  deftln'd  hour ; 
When,  yielding  to  the  fentence,  breathlefs  thou 
And  pale  fhalt  lie,  as  what  thou  burieft  now  ; 
May  fome  kind  friend  the  piteous  objeft  fee, 
And  equal  rites  perform  to  that  which  once  was  thee ! 

PRO- 
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PROL        OGUE, 

SPOKEX   AT  COURT   BEFORE   THE   QUEEN, 

ON   HER    MAJESTY'S   BIRTH-DAY,    1704. 

CHINE  forth,  ye  planets,  with  diftinguiHiM  light, 

^  As  when  ye  hallow'd  firft  this  happy  night : 

Again  tranfmit  your  friendly  beams  to  earth. 

As  when  Britannia  joy'd  for  Anna's  birth. 

And  tlioii,  propitious  liar,  whofe  facred  power 

Prefided  o'er  the  monarch's  natal  hour, 

Thy  radiant  voyages  for  ever  run, 

Yielding  to  none  but  Cynthia  and  the  Sun  ; 

With  thy  fair  afpeft  Hill  illuftrate  heaven  ; 

Kindly  preferve  what  thou  haft  greatly  given  i 

Thy  influence  for  thy  Anna  we  implore  : 

Prolong  one  life  ;  and  Britain  aflcs  no  more. 

For  virtue  can  no  ampler  power  exprefs, 

Than  to  be  great  in  war,  and  good  in  peace  : 

For  thought  no  higher  wifh  of  blifs  can  frame. 

Than  to  enjoy  that  virtue  Hill  the  fame. 

Entire  and  fure  the  monarch's  rule  muft  prove. 

Who  founds  hei*  greatnefs  on  her  fubjecls  love  ; 

Who  does  our  homage  for  our  good  require ; 

And  orders  that  which  we  fhould  firft  defire  ; 

Our  vanquifti'd  wills  that  pleafing  force  obey. 

Her  goodnefs  takes  our  liberty  away. 

And  haughty  Britain  yields  to  arbitrary  fway. 

B  4  Let 
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Let  the  young  Aiiftrian  then  her  terrors  bear. 
Great  as  he  is,  her  delegate  in  war  : 
Let  him  in  thunder  fpeak  to  both  his  Spains, 
That  in  thefe  dreadful  ifles  a  woman  reigns  : 
WTiile  the  bright  queen  does  on  her  fubjeds  fliower 
The  gentle  bleffings  of  her  fofter  power  ; 
Gives  facred  morals  to  a  vicious  age, 
To  temples  zeal,  and  manners  to  the  ftage ; 
Bids  the  chafte  Mufe  without  a  blufli  appear ; 
And  Wit  be  that  which  Heaven  and  (lie  may  hear, 

Minerva  thus  to  Perfeus  lent  her  (hield  ; 
Secure  of  conqueft,  fent  him  to  the  field  : 
The  hero  a6led  what  the  queen  ordain'd ; 
So  was  his  fame  complete,  and  Andromede  unchain'd 

Mean  time,  amidfl  her  native  temples  fate 
The  Goddefs,  ftudious  of  her  Grecian's  fate. 
Taught  them  in  laws  and  letters  to  excel, 
In  afting  juftly,  and  in  writing  well. 
Thus  whilft  fhe  did  her  various  power  difpofe, 
The  world  was  freed  from  tyrants,  wars,  and  woes : 
Virtue  was  taught  in  verfe,  and  Athens'  glory  rofe 
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LETTER 

T     O 

MONSIEUR    BOILEAU    DESPREAUX; 
OCCASIONED    3Y   THE   VICTORY   AT    BLENHEIM,    1704, 

"  — Cupidum,  Pater  optime,  vires 

"  Dchciunt :  neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pilis 

**  Agmina,  ncc  frafta  pereuntes  cufpide  Gallos" — 

HoR.     Sat.  r, 

C  INCE,  hir'd  for  life,  thy  fervile  Mufe  muft  fing 

Succeflive  conquefts,  and  a  glorious  king  ; 
Muft  of  a  man  immortal  vainly  boaft. 
And  bring  him  laurels,  whatfoe'er  they  coft  : 
What  turn  wilt  thou  employ,  what  colours  lay 
On  the  event  of  that  fuperior  day. 
In  which  one  Englifti  fubjedl's  profperous  hand 
(  So  Jove  did  will ;  fo  Anna  did  command) 
Broke  the  proud  column  of  thy  mafter's  pralfe, 
Which  fixty  winters  had  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

From  the  loft  field  a  hundred  ftandards  brought 
Muft  be  the  work  of  Chance,  and  Fortune's  fault 
Bavaria's  ftars  muft  be  accus'd,  which  ftione, 
That  fatal  day  the  mighty  work  was  done 
With  rays  oblique  upon  the  Gallic  fun  ; 
Some  Daemon,  envying  France,  mifled  the  fight ; 
And  Mars  miftook,  though  Louis  ordered  right. 
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A\Tien  thy  *  young  Mufe  invok'd  the  tuneful  Ninej^ 
To  fay  how  Louis  did  not  pafs  the  Rhine  ; 
What  work  had  we  with  AVageninghen,  Arnheim^ 
Places  that  could  not  be  reducM  to  rhyme  ! 
And,  though  the  Poet  made  his  laft  efforts, 
Wurts — ^who  could  mention  in  heroic — Wurts  ? 
But,  tell  me,  hadfl  thou  reafon  to  complain 
Of  the  rough  triumphs  of  the  lafl  campaign  ? 
The  Danube  refcued,  and  the  Empire  fav'd. 
Say,  is  the  majelly  of  verfe  retriev'd  ? 
And  would  it  prejudice  thy  fofter  vein. 
To  fmg  the  princes,  Louis  and  Eugene  ? 
Is  it  too  hard  in  happy  verfe  to  place 
The  Vans  and  Vanders  of  the  Rhine  and  Maefe  ? 
Her  warriors  Anna  fends  from  Tweed  and  Thames,. 
That  France  may  fall  by  more  harmonious  names  I 
Canft  thou  not  Hamilton  or  Lumley  bear  ? 
Would  Ligoldfby  or  Palmes  offend  thy  ear  ? 
And  is  there  not  a  found  in  Marlborough's  name. 
Which  thou  and  all  thy  brethren  ought  to  claim, 
Sacred  to  verfe,  and  fure  of  endlefs  fame  ? 

Cutts  is  in  metre  fomething  harfh  to  read ; 
Place  me  the  valiant  Gouran  in  his  Head  : 
Let  the  intention  make  the  number  good : 
Let  generous  Sylvius  fpeak  for  honeft  Wood. 
And  though  rough  Churchill  fcarce  in  verfe  will  ftand. 
So  as  to  have  one  rhyme  at  his  command ; 

*  "  En  vain,  pour  te  louer,  &c,"  Ep.  4, 

With 
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With  enfe  the  bard,  reciting  Blenheim's  plain, 
May  clofe  the  verfe,  remembering  but  the  Dane, 

I  grant,  old  friend,  old  foe  (for  fuch  we  arc 
Alternate  as  the  chance  of  peace  and  war). 
That  we  poetic  folks,  who  muft  reilrain 
Our  meafur'd  fayings  in  an  equal  chain. 
Have  troubles  utterly  unknown  to  thofe. 
Who  let  their  fancy  loofe  in  rambling  profe. 

For  inftance  now,  how  hard  is  it  for  me 
To  make  my  matter  and  my  verfe  agree  ! 
*'  In  one  great  day  on  Hochllet's  fatal  plain, 
"  French  and  Bavarians  twenty  thoufand  flain  : 
"  Pufli'd  through  the  Danube  to  the  fhores  of  Sty>; 
"  Squadrons  eighteen,  battahons  twenty-fix  : 
*'  Officers  captive  made,  and  private  men, 
**  Of  thefe  twelve  hundred,  of  thofe  thoufands  ten, 
*'  Tents,  ammunition,  colours,  carriages, 
**  Cannon,  and  kettle  drums  !" — fweet  numbers  thefe! 
But  is  it  thus  you  Englifli  bards  compofe  ? 
With  Runic  lays  thus  tag  Infipid  profe  ? 
And,  when  you  ftiould  your  Hero's  deeds  rehearfe, 
Give  us  a  commiflary's  liil  in  verfe  ? 

Why,  faith !  Defpreaux, there's  fenfe  in  what  you  fay: 
I  told  you  where  my  difficulty  lay  : 
So  vaft,  fo  numerous,  were  great  Blenheim's  fpoils, 
They  fcorn  the  bounds  of  verfe,  and  mock  the  Mufe'S 

toils. 
To  make  the  rough  recital  aptly  chime, 
Or  bring  the  fum  of  Gallia's  lofs  to  rhyme, 
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'Tis  mighty  hard  :  what  Poet  would  efTay 

To  count  the  ftreamers  of  my  lord  mayor^s  day  ? 

To  number  all  the  feveral  difhes  dreft 

By  honeft  Lamb,  laft  coronation  feaft  ? 

Or  n^ake  Arithmetic  and  Epic  meet, 

And  Newton's  thoughts  in  Dryden's  ftyle  repeat  ? 

O  Poet,  had  it  been  Apollo's  will, 
That  I  had  fliar'd  a  portion  of  thy  flcill ; 
Had  this  poor  breaft  received  the  heavenly  beam  ; 
Or  could  I  hope  my  verfe  might  reach  m.y  theme ; 
Yet,  Boilcau,  yet  the  labouring  Mufe  fliould  ftrive 
Beneath  the  fhades  of  Marlborough's  wreaths  to  live  ; 
Should  call  afpiring  Gods  to  blefs  her  choice. 
And  to  their  favourite  ftrains  exalt  her  voice, 
Arms  and  a  Qiieen  to  fing  ;  who,  great  and  good, 
From  peaceful  Thames  to  Danube's  wondering  flood 
Sent  forth  the  terror  of  her  high  commands. 
To  fave  the  nations  from  invading  hands, 
To  prop  fiiir  Liberty's  declining  caufe, 
And  fix  the  jarring  world  with  equal  laws. 

The  queen  ihould  fit  in  Windfor's  facred  grove, 
Attended  by  the  Gods  of  War  and  Love  : 
Both  fliould  with  equal  zeal  her  fmiles  implore, 
To  fix  her  joys,  or  to  extend  her  power. 

Sudden,  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  ihould  appear  ; 
And,  as  great  Anna's  fmiles  difpel  their  fear. 
With  aftive  dance  fhould  her  obfervance  claim  ; 
With  vocal  fhell  fhould  found  her  happy  name  ; 
Their  mailer  Thames  fhould  leave  theneighbouringfhore, 
By  his  llrong  anchor  liuown,  and  filver  oar  ; 

Should 
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Should  lay  his  enfigns  at  his  fovereign's  feet ; 
And  audience  mild  with  humble  grace  intreat. 

To  her,  liis  dear  defence,  he  fliould  complain, 
That,  while  he  bleffes  her  indulgent  reign, 
Whilfl  furthefl  feas  are  by  his  fleets  furveyM, 
And  on  his  happy  banks  each  India  laid  ; 
His  brethren  Maefe,  and  Waal,  and  Rhine,  and  Saar, 
Feel  the  hard  burthen  of  opprefTive  war  ; 
That  Danube  fcarce  retains  his  rightful  courfe 
Againft  two  rebel  armies  neighbouring  force ; 
And  all  mud  weep  fad  captives  to  the  Seine, 

Unlefs  unchain'd  and  freed  by  Britain's  queen. 
The  valiant  fovereign  calls  her  general  forth  ; 
Neither  recites  her  bounty,  nor  his  worth  : 

She  tells  him,  he  muft  Europe's  fate  redeem, 

And  by  that  labour  merit  her  eileem  : 

She  bids  him  wait  her  to  the  facred  hall ; 

Shows  him  prince  Edward,  and  the  conquer'd  Gaul ; 

Fixing  the  bloody  crofs  upon  his  breaft. 

Says,  he  mull  die,  or  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd  ; 

Placing  the  Saint  an  emblem  by  his  fide. 

She  tells  him,  Virtue  arm'd  muft  conquer  lawlcfs  Pride. 
The  Hero  bows  obedient,  and  retires  : 

The  queen's  commands  exalt  the  warrior's  fires ; 

His  fteps  are  to  the  filent  woods  Inclin'd, 

The  great  defign  revolving  in  his  mind  ; 

When  to  his  fight  a  heavenly  form  appears  : 

Her  hand  a  palm,  her  head  a  laurel  wears. 
Me,  flie  begins,  the  faireft  child  of  Jove, 

Below  for  ever  fought,  and  blefs'd  above  ; 

Mf, 


1 


J4  P  R  I  O  R '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Me,  the  bright  fource  of  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame 

{Nor  need  I  fay,  Vi6loria  is  ray  name)  ; 

Me  the  great  father  down  to  thee  has  fent ; 

He  bids  me  wait  at  thy  diftinguifh'd  tent, 

To  execute  what  Anna's  wifh  would  have  : 

Her  fubjeft  thou,  I  only  am  her  flave. 

Dare  then,  thou  much  belov'd  by  fmihng  Fate, 
For  Anna's  fake,  and  in  her  name  be  great : 
Go  forth,  and  be  to  diftant  nations  known 
My  future  favourite,  and  my  darling  fon  : 
At  Scliellenbergh  I'll  marafeft  fuilain 
Thy  glorious  caufe  ;  and  fpread  my  wings  again 
Confpicuous  o'er  thy  helm,  in  Blenheim's  plain. 
The  Goddefs  faid,  nor  would  admit  reply  ; 
But  cut  tlie  liquid  air,  and  gain'd  the  Iky. 

His  high  comraiffion  is  through  Britain  known. 
And  thronging  armies  to  his  llandard  run  ; 
He  marches  thoughtful,  and  he  fpeedy  fails  : 
(Blefs  him,  ye  feas  !  and  profper  him,  ye  gales  !) 
Belgia  receives  him  welcome  to  her  ftiores  ; 
And  William's  death  with  lefTen'd  grief  deplores  : 
His  prefence  only  muft  retrieve  that  lofs  ; 
Marlborough  to  her  muft  be  what  William  was. 
So  when  great  Atlas,  from  thefe  low  abodes 
Recall'd,  was  gather'd  to  his  kindred  gods  ; 
Alcides,  refpited  by  prudent  Fate, 
Suftain'd  the  ball,  nor  droop'd  beneath  the  Avcight, 

Secret  and  fwift  behold  the  Chief  advance  ; 
Sees  half  the  empire  joiu'd  and  friend  to  France  : 

The 
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The  BritlHi  general  dooms  the  fight  ;  his  fword 
Dreadful  he  draws  ;  the  captains  wait  the  word. 
Anne  and  St.  George  the  charging  hero  cries  : 
Shrill  echo  from  the  neighbouring  wood  replies 
Anne  and  St.  George. — At  that  aufpicious  fign 
The  ftandards  move  ;  the  adverfe  armies  join. 
Of  eight  great  hours,  Time  meafures  out  the  fands ; 
And  Europe*s  fate  in  doubtful  balance  {lands : 
The  ninth,  Vi6loria  comes  :  —  o'er  Marlborough's 

head 
ConfefsM  flie  fits  ;  the  hoftile  troops  recede  : 
Triumphs  the  Goddefs,  from  her  promlfe  freed. 

The  eagle,  by  the  Britifh  lion's  might 
Unchain'd  and  free,  directs  her  upward  flight : 
Nor  did  (he  e'er  with  ftronger  pinions  foar 
From  Tyber's  bank,  than  now  from  Danube's  /here. 

Fir'd  with  the  thoughts  which  thefe  Ideas  raifc, 
And  great  ambition  of  my  country's  pralfe  ; 
The  Engllfli  Mufe  fhould  like  the  Mantuan  rife 
Scornful  of  earth  and  clouds,  fhould  reach  the 
With  wonder  (though  with  envy  flill)  purfued 
human  eyes. 

But  we  mull  change  the  ftyle — juft  now  I  faid, 
I  ne'er  was  mailer  of  the  tuneful  trade  ; 
Or  the  fmall  genius  which  my  youth  could  boafl. 
In  profe  and  bufinefs  lies  extindl  and  loll  : 
Blefs'd,  If  I  may  fome  younger  Mufe  excite  ; 
Point  out  the  game,  and  animate  the  flight  ; 
That,  from  Marfcilles  to  Calais,  France  may  know,-j 
As  we  have  conquerors,  we  have  poets  too  j  J- 

And  either  laurel  does  in  Britain  grow ;  J 

2  That, 


fkies,  I 
;d  by  j 
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That,  though  among  ourfelves,  with  too  much  heat> 

We  fometimes  wrangle,  when  we  fhould  debate 

(A  confequential  ill  which  freedom  draws  ; 

A  bad  efFeft,  but  from  a  noble  caufe)  ; 

We  can  with  univerfal  zeal  advance, 

To  curb  the  faithlefs  arrogance  of  France  ; 

Nor  ever  ihall  Britannia's  fons  refufe 

To  anfwer  to  thy  Mafter  or  thy  Mufe  ; 

Nor  want  juft  fubjeft  for  vIAorious  llrains, 

While  Marlborough's  arm  eternal  laurels  gains 

And  where  old  Spenfer  fung,  a  new  Eliza  reigns. 


lins ;         > 

relscns.     J 


UPON    THIS    PASSAGE    IN    THE     SCALIGERIANA. 

**  Les  Allemans  ne  ce  foucient  pas  quel  Via  lis  boivent 
<'  pourveu  que  ce  foit  Vin,  ni  quel  Latin  ils  parlent 
*^  pourveu  que  ce  foit  Latin.'* 

WHEN  you  with  High-Dutch  Heeren  dine* 
Expe6l  falfe  Latin,  and  ftumm'd  wine  ; 
They  never  tafte,  who  always  drink  ; 
They  always  talk,  who  never  think. 


TO 


[     17     3 
T    O       A 

CHILD     OF     Q_U   A   L    I   T   Y, 

FIVE     YEARS     OLD,     I704; 

THE     AUTHOR     THEN     FORTY. 

I. 

T    O  RD  S,  knights,  and  'fquires,  the  numerous  band, 
-■-^  That  wear  the  fair  Mifs  Mary's  fetters, 
Were  fummon'd  by  her  high  command, 

To  fliew  their  paflions  by  their  letters. 
II. 
My  pen  amongfl  the  reft  I  took, 

Left  thofe  bright  eyes  that  cannot  read 
Should  dart  their  kindling  fires,  and  look 

The  power  they  have  to  be  obey'd. 
IIL 
Nor  quality,  nor  reputation, 

Forbid  me  yet  my  flame  to  tell ; 
Dear  five  years  old  befriends  my  pafllon, 

And  I  may  write  till  ftie  can  fpell. 
IV. 
For,  while  fhe  makes  her  filk-worms  beds 

With  all  the  tender  things  I  fwear ; 
Whilft  all  the  houfe  my  paflion  reads. 

In  papers  round  her  baby's  hair ; 
V. 
She  may  receive  and  own  my  flame. 

For,  though  the  ftrideft  prudes  (hould  know  it. 
She'll  pafs  for  a  moft  virtuous  dame, 

And  I  for  an  unhappy  poet. 
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VL 
Then  too,  alas !  when  fhe  fiiall  tear 

•^he  lines  feme  younger  rival  fends ; 
She'll  ghe  me  leave  to  write,  I  fear. 

And  we  fhall  Hill  continue  friends. 
VII. 
For,  as  our  different  ages  move, 

'Tis  fo  ordain'd,  (would  Fate  but  mend  it !) 
That  I  fhall  .be  pail  making  love. 

When  fhe  begins  to  .comprehend  it. 


PARTIAL        FAME. 


'T^  H  E  fturdy  Man,  if  he  in  love  obtains. 

In  open  pomp  and  triumph  reigns  : 
The  fubtile  Woman,  if  fhe  fhould  fucceed, 
Difowns  the  honour  of  the  deed. 

II. 
Though  He,  for  ail  his  boafl,  is  forced  to  yield, 
Though  She  can  always  keep  the  field : 
He  vaunts  his  conquefls,  fhe  conceals  her  flaame  ; 
How  partial  is  the  voice  of  Fame  I 


FOR 
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FOR       THE 

PLAN     OF     A     FOUNTAIN, 

ON     WHICH     ARE 

The  Effigies  of  the  Queen  on  a  Triumphal  Arch; 
The  Figure  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  beneath; 

AND 

The  chief  Rivers  of  the  World  round  the  whole  Work. 

'^/'E  aftlve  ftreams,  where'er  your  waters  flow, 

-*-      Let  diilant  climes  and  furtheft  nations  know 
What  ye  from  Thames  and  Danube  have  been  taught. 
How  Anne  commanded,  and  how  Marlborough  fought, 

Quocunque  asterno  properatis,  flumina,  lapfu, 
Divifis  late  terris,  popuhfque  remotis, 
Dicite,  nam  vobis  Tamefis  narravit  &  liler, 
Anna  quid  imperils  potuit,  quid  Marlburus  armis. 


CAMELEON, 

A   S  the  Cameleon,  who  ir.  known 
"^  To  have  no  colours  of  his  own  ; 

But  borrows  from  his  neighbour's  hue 
His  white  or  black,  his  green  or  blue ; 

C  2  And 
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And  ft  ruts  as  much  In  ready  light, 

Which  credit  gives  him  upon  fight, 

As  if  the  rainbow  were  in  tail 

Settled  on  him  and  his  heirs  male  ; 

So  the  young  ^fquire,  when  lirft  he  comes 

From  country  fchool  to  Will's  or  Tom's, 

And  equally,  in  truth,  is  fit 

To  be  a  ftatefman,  or  a  wit ; 

Without  one  notion  of  his  owm, 

He  faunters  wildly  up  and  down, 

Till  fome  acquaintance,  good  or  bad. 

Takes  notice  of  a  fearing  lad. 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang ; 

They  jeft,  reply,  difpute,  harangue  : 

He  a6ls  and  talks,  as  they  befriend  him, 

Smear'd  with  the  colours  which  they  lend  him. 

Thus,  merely  as  his  fortune  chances. 
His  merit  or  his  vice  advances. 

If  haply  he  the  feft  purfues. 
That  read  and  comment  upon  news  ; 
He  takes  up  their  myfterious  face  ; 
He  drinks  his  coflPee  without  lace ; 
This  week  his  mimic  tongue  runs  o'er 
W^hat  they  have  fald  the  week  before  ; 
His  wifdom  fets  all  Europe  right, 
And  teaches  Marlborough  when  to  fight. 

Or  If  It  be  his  fate  to  meet 
With  folks  who  have  more  wealth  than  wit ; 
He  loves  cheap  port,  and  double  bub ; 
And  fettles  in  the  Hum-drum  club ; 

He 
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He  learns  how  flocks  will  fall  or  rife  ; 
Holds  poverty  the  greatefh  vice  ; 
Thinks  wit  the  bane  of  converfation  ; 
And  fays  that  learning  fpoils  a  nation. 

But  if,  at  firft,  he  minds  his  hits, 
And  drinks  champaign  among  the  wits ; 
Five  deep  he  toalls  the  towering  lafTes ; 
Repeats  you  verfes  wrote  on  glaffes ; 
Is  in  the  chair ;  prefcrlbes  the  law  ; 
And  hes  with  thofe  he  never  faw. 


} 


MERRY      ANDREW. 

C  L  Y  Merry  Andrew,  the  lafl:  Southwark  fair 
^^  (At  Barthol'mew  he  did  not  much  appear. 
So  peeviih  was  the  edift  of  the  mayor)  ; 
At  Southwark,  therefore,  as  his  tricks  he  fhow'd. 
To  pleafe  our  mafters,  and  his  friends  the  crowd  ; 
A  huge  neat's-tongue  he  in  his  right-hand  held, 
His  left  was  with  a  good  black-pudding  fill'd. 
With  a  grave  look,  in  this  odd  equipage. 
The  clowniili  mimic  traverfes  the  ilagc. 
Why  how  now,  Andrew  !    cries  his  brother  droll ; 
To-day's  conceit,  methinks,  Is  fomething  dull : 
Come  on,  fir,  to  our  worthy  friends  explain. 
What  does  your  emblematic  worfhip  mean  ? 
Qiioth  Andrew,  Honell  Enghfh  let  us  fpeak  : 
Your  emble-(what  d'  ye  call  't)  Is  heathen  Greek. 
To  tongue  or  pudding  thou  haft  no  pretence  ; 
learning  thy  talent  is,  hut  mine  is  fenfc, 

C  3  That 
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That  biify  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  now; 

Defirous  to  correal,  not  knowing  how  ; 

With  very  good  defign,  but  little  wit, 

Blaming  or  praifmg  things,  as  I  thought  fit. 

I  for  this  concluft  had  what  I  :deferv'd ; 

And,  dealing  honellly,  was  almoll  ftarv'd. 

But,  thanks  to,  my  indulgent  liars,  I  eat ; 

Since  I  have  found  the  fecret  to  be  great. 

O,  deareft  Andrew,  fays  the  humble  droII> 

Henceforth  may  I  obey,  and  thou  control ; 

Provided  thou  impart  thy  ufeful  fkill. — 

Bow  then,  fays  Andrew  ;  and,  for  once,  I  will.— « 

Be  of  your  patron's  mind,  whate*er  he  fays ; 

Sleep  very  much  ;  think  little  ;  and  talk  lefs  : 

Mind  neither  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrong  ; 

But  eat  your  pudding,  flave  ;  and  hold  your  tongud 

A  reverend  prelate  ftopt  his  coach  and  fix. 
To  laugh  a  little  at  our  Andrew's  tricks. 
But,  when  he  heard  him  give  this  golden  rule. 
Drive  on  (he  cried) ;  this  fellow  is  no  fool. 


A        SIMILE. 

DEAR  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tinman's  fhop  ? 
There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  fee 
('Tis  but  by  way  of  fimile) 
A  fquirrel  fpend  his  little  rage. 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage ; 

The 
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The  CTige,  as  either  fide  tiirn'd  up, 
Striking  a  ring  of  bells  at  top  ? — 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleased  with  the  chimes, 
The  foolifh  creature  thinks  he  climbs  : 
Bat  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire, 
He  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  thofe  merry  blades> 
That  frifk  it  under  Pindus*  fhades. 
In  noble  fong,  and  lofty  odes, 
They  tread  on  ftars,  and  talk  with  gods ; 
Still  dancing  in  an  airy  round, 
Still  pleas'd  with  their  own  verfes*  found  ; 
Brought  back,  how  fail  foe*er  they  go. 
Always  afpiring,  always  low. 

THE        FLIES. 

CAY,  fire  of  infeds,  mighty  Sol, 
^  (A  fly  upon  the  chariot-pole 
Cries  out)  what  blue-bottle  alive 
Did  ever  with  fuch  fury  drive  ? 
Tell,  Beelzebub,  great  father,  tell, 
(Says  t'other,  perch'd  upon  the  wheel) 
Did  ever  any  mortal  fly 
Raife  fuch  a  cloud  of  dud  as  I  ? 

My  judgment  turn'd  the  whole  debate : 
My  valour  fav'd  the  finking  fl:ate. 
So  talk  two  idle  buzzing  things  ; 
Tofs  up  their  heads,  and  fl:retch  their  wings. 

C  4  But, 
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But,  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought, 
This  neither  fpoke,  nor  t'other  fought : 
No  merit  in  their  own  behaviour  : 
Both  raisM,  but  by  their  party's  favour. 


PARAPHRASE   from   the    FRENCH. 

TN  grey-hair'd  Celia's  wither'd  arms 

"^    As  mighty  Lewis  lay, 

She  cry'd,  "  If  I  have  any  charms, 

My  deareft,  let's  away  ! 
For  you,  my  love,  is  all  my  fear, 

Hark  how  the  drums  do  rattle  ; 
Alas,  fir  !   what  fliould  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  ? 
Let  little  Orange  flay  and  fight. 

For  danger's  his  diverfion  ; 
The  wife  will  think  you  in  the  right. 

Not  to  expofe  your  perfon  ; 
Nor  vex  your  thoughts  how  to  repair 

The  ruins  of  your  glory  : 
You  ought  to  leave  fo  mean  a  care 

To  thofe  who  pen  your  ftory. 
Are  not  Boileau  and  Corneille  paid 

For  panegyrick  WTiting  ? 
They  know  how  heroes  may  be  made. 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 

When 
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When  foes  too  faiiclly  approach, 

'Tis  beft  to  leave  them  fairly  ; 
Put  fix  good  horfes  in  your  coach, 

And  carry  me  to  Marly. 
Let  Bouflers,  to  fecure  your  fame, 

Go  take  fome  town,  or  buy  it ; 
Whilft  you,  great  fir,  at  Nollredame, 

Te  Deum  fing  in  quiet !" 

FROM    THE    GREEK. 

/^  RE  AT  Bacchus,  born  in  thunder  and  in  firCj 
^-^    By  native  heat  afferts  his  dreadful  fire. 
Nourifli'd  near  fhady  rills  and  cooling  ftreams, 
He  to  the  nymphs  avows  his  amorous  flames. 
To  all  the  brethren  at  the  Bell  and  Vine, 
The  moral  fays ;  mix  water  with  your  wine. 


EPIGRAM. 

T?RANK  carves  very  ill,  yet  will  palm  all  the  meats; 
■^     He  eats  more  than  fix,  and  drinks  more  than  he  eats. 
Four  pipes  after  dinner  he  conftantly  fmokes  ; 
And  feafons  his  whiffs  with  impertinent  jokes. 
Yet  fighing,  he  fays,  we  mufl  certainly  break  ; 
And  my  cruel  unkindnefs  compels  him  to  fpeak  ; 
For  of  late  I  invite  him — but  four  times  a  week. 


} 


A  N  O- 
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ANOTHER, 

nr^O  John  I  owM  great  obligation  ; 
-*-     But  John  unhappily  thought  fit 
To  publifh  it  to  all  the  nation  : 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit. 

ANOTHER. 

'\T  E  S,  every  poet  is  a  fool, 

-*-      By  demonllration  Ned  can  (how  it, 
Happy,  could  Ned's  inverted  rule 
Prove  every  fool  to  be  a  poet. 

ANOTHER. 

np  H  Y  nags,  the  leaneft  things  alive  ! 
-■"     So  very  hard  thou  lov'lt  to  drive  ; 
I  heard  thy  anxious  coachman  fay, 
It  cofl  thee  more  in  whips  than  hay. 


TO  A  PERSON   WHO  WROTE   ILL,   AND 
SPOKE  WORSE  AGAINST  ME. 

T     YE,  Philo,  untouch'd,  on  my  peaceable  fhelf ; 
-■-^  Nor  take  it  amifs,  that  fo  little  I  heed  thee  : 
I've  no  envy  to  thee,  and  fome  love  to  myfelf : 

Then  why  ftiould  I  anfwer  j  fince  firfl  I  muft  read 
thee  ^ 

Drunk 
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Dnink  with  Helicon's  waters  and  doubk-brew*d  bub^ 

Be  a  linguift,  a  poet,  a  critic,  a  wag ; 
To  the  fohd  delight  of  thy  well-judging  club, 

To  the  damage  alone  of  thy  bookfeller  Brag. 

Purfue  me  with  fatire  :   what  harm  is  there  in't  ? 

But  from  all  ni'iva  voce  refledion  forbear : 
There  can  be  no  danger  from  what  tliou  fhalt  print  : 

There  may  be  a  little  from  what  thou  may 'ft  fwear, 

ON       THE 

SAME        PERSON. 

XXT  H  I  L  E,  fafter  than  his  coftive  brain  indites, 
'  *      Philo's  quick  hand  in  flowing  letters  writes  ; 
His  cafe  appears  to  me  like  honeft  Teague's, 
When  he  was  run  away  with  by  his  legs. 
Phcebus,  give  Philo  o'er  himfelf  command  ; 
Quicken  his  fenfes,  or  reftrain  his  hand ; 
Let  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink : 
So  may  he  ceafe  to  write,  and  learn  to  think. 

<*  QUID  SIT  FUTURUM  CRAS  FUGE  QUJERERE '* 

TC^  O  R  what  to-morrow  fliall  difclofe 
"■■      May  fpoil  what  you  to-night  propofe  : 
England  may  change  ;  or  Cloe  ftray  : 
Love  and  life  are  for  to-day. 

z  A     B  A  L- 
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A  BALLAD 

OF      THE 

KOTBROWNE       MAYDE. 

WRITTEN  THREE  HUNDRED  YEARS  SINCE.* 
A. 

"OE  it  ryght,  or  wrong,  thefe  men  among  on  women 

^^         do  complayne  ; 

AfFyrmynge  this,  how  that  it  is  a  labour  fpent  in  vayne, 

To  love  them  wele  ;  for  never  a  dele  they  love  a  maa 
agayne : 

For  late  a  man  do  what  he  can,  theyr  favour  to  attayne. 

Yet,  yf  a  newe  do  them  purfue,  theyr  fyrft  true  lover 
than 

Laboureth  for  nought ;  for  from  her  thought  he  is 
a  banyfhed  man. 

B. 

I  fay  nat,  nay,  but  that  all  day  it  is  bothe  v^nrit  and  fayd. 

That  womens  fayth  is,  as  who  fayth,  all  utterly  de- 
cayed : 

But,  nevertheleffe,  ryght  good  wytnelTe  in  this  cafe 
might  be  layed, 

That  they  love  true,  and  continue  ;  recorde  the  not- 
browne  mayde ; 

*  So  Prior. — Firft  printed  about  152 1,  fays  Capel. 

Which, 
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Which,  when  her  love  came,  her  to  prove,  to  lier  to 

make  his  mono, 
Woldc  nat  depart ;  for  in  her  hart  fhe  loved  but  hym 

alone. 

A. 
Than  betwayne  us  late  us  dyfcus  what  was  all  the 

manere 
Betwayne  them  two  ;  we  \^7ll  alfo  tell  all  the  payne, 

and  fere, 
That  flie  was  in  :   nowe  I  begyn,  fo  that  ye  me  an- 

fvvere  ; — 
Wherfore,  all  ye,  that  prefent  be,   I  pray  you  gyve  an 

ere  : — 
I  am  the  knyght;  I  come  by  nyght,  as  fecret  as  I  can; 
Sayinge,  Alas,  thus  ftandeth  the  cafe,  I  am  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 
And  I  your  wyll  for  to  fulfyll  in  this  wjll  nat  refufe  ; 
Truilynge  to  fhewe  in  wordes  fewe,  that  men  have  an 

yll  ufe 
(To  theyr  own  fhame)  women  to  blame,  and  caufelefle 

them  accufe  : 
Therfore  to  you  I  anfwere  nowe,  all  women  to  excufe ; — 
Myne  owne  hart  dere,  with  you  what  chere  ?  I  pray 

you,  tell  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
It  ftandeth  fo ;  a  dede  is  do,  whereof  grete  harme  fhall 

growe  ; 
My  delliny  is  for  to  dy  a  fhamefull  deth,  I  trowe  ; 

Or 
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Or  eBes  to  fie  :  the  one  mull  be ;  none  other  way  I 

knowe, 
But  to  withdrawe  as  an  outlawe,  and  take  me  to  my 

bowe. 
Wherfore,  adue,  my  owne  hart  true  !   none  other  rede 

I  can  ; 
For  I  mull  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 

0  Lorde,  what  is  this  worldys  blyffe,  that  chaungeth 

as  the  mone  ! 
*rhe  fomers  day  in  hilly  May  is  derked  before  the  none. 

1  here  you  fay,  farewell ;  Nay,  nay,  we  depart  not  fo 

fone : 
Why  fay  ye  fo  ?  wheder  vi^ll  ye  go  ?  alas,  what  have 

ye  done  ? 
All  my  welfare  to  forowe  and  care  fholde  chaunge,  yf 

ye  were  gone ; 
For,  in  my  mynd^,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  yoix 

alone. 

A. 
I  can  beleve,  it  fhall  you  greve,  and  fomwhat  you 

dyilrayne  : 
But,  aftyrwarde,  your  paynes  harde  within  a  day  or 

twayne 
Shall  fone  aflake  ;  and  ye  iliall  take  comfort  to  you 

agayne. 
Why  fholde  ye  ought  ?  for,  to  make   thought,  your 

labour  were  in  vayne. 
And  thus  I  do ;  and  pray  you  to,  as  hartely  as  I  can  ; 
For  I  mull  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man, 

B.  Now, 
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B. 

Now,  fyth  that  ye  have  (hewed  to  me  the  fccret  of  your 

mynde, 
I  fhall  be  playne  to  you  agayne,  lyke  as  ye  fhall  me 

fynde  ; 
Syth  it  is  fo  that  ye  wyll  go,  I  wolle  not  leve  be- 

hynde ; 
Shall  it  never  be  fayd,  the  notbrowne  mayd  was  to  her 

love  unkynde  : 
Make  you  redy' ;  for  fo  am  I,  although  it  were  anone  ; 
Por,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone, 

A. 
Yet  I  you  rede  to  take^good  hede  what  men  wyll  thynkc 

and  fay : 
Of  yonge  and  olde  it  fhall  be  tolde,  that  ye  be  gone 

away : 
Your  wanton  wyll  for  to  fulfill,  in  grene  wode  you  to 

play; 
And  that  ye  myght  from  your  delyght  no  lenger  make 

delay  : 
Rather  than  ye  fholde  thus  for  me  be  called  an  yll 

woman, 
Yet  wolde  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man, 

B. 
Though  it  be  fonge  of  olde  and  yonge,  that  I  iholde  be 

to  blame, 
Theyrs  be  the  charge  that  fpeke  fo  large  in  hurtynge 

of  my  name : 

For 
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For  I  W7II  prove,  that  faythfull  love  it  Is  devoyd  of 

fhame ; 
In  your  dyftreffe,  and  hevynefTe,  to  part  w}^th  you,  the 

fame  ; 
To  fhewe  all  tho  that  do  nat  fo,  true  lovers  are  they 

none  : 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
I  counceyle  you,  remember  howe  It  is  no  maydena 

lawe, 
Nothynge  to  dout,  but  to  renne  out  to  v^'ode  with  an 

outlawe : 
For  ye  mull  there  In  your  hand  bere  a  bowe,  redy  to 

drawe ; 
And,  as  a  thefe,  thus  muft  you  lyve,  ever  in  drede  and 

awe  ; 
Wherby  to  you  grete  harme  myght  growe  :  yet  had  I 

lever  than. 
That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyflied 

man. 

B. 
I  fay  nat,  nay,  but  as  ye  fay,  it  is  no  maydens  lore  : 
But  love  may  make  me,  for  your  fake,  as  I  have  fayd 

before. 
To  come  on  fote,  to  hunt,  and  fliote,  to  get  us  mete  In 

ftore ; 
For  fo  that  I  your  company  may  have,  I  aflce  no 

more: 

From 
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From  which  to  part,  it  makcth  my  hart  as  coldc  as  ony 

ftone  ; 
For,   in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde   I  love  but  you 
alone. 

A. 
For  an  outlawe,  this  is  the  lawc, — that  men  hym  take 

and  bynde ; 
Without  pyte,  hanged  to  be,  and  waver  with  the  wynde. 
Yf  I  had  neede,  (as  Godforbede  !)  what  focours  coude 

ye  fynde  ? 
For  fothe  I  trowe,  ye  and  your  bowe  for  fere  wolde 

drawe  behynde : 
And  no  mervayle  ;  for  lytell  avayle  were  in  your  coun- 

ceyle  than : 
Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyihed 
man. 

B. 
Right  wele  knowe  ye,  that  women  be  but  feble  for  to 

fyght; 
No  womanhede  it  is,  indede,  to  be  bolde  as  a  knyght : 
Yet,  in  fuch  fere  yf  that  ye  were  with  enemyes  day 

and  night, 
I  wolde  withftande,  with  bowe  in  hande,  to  helpe  you 

with  my  myght. 
And  you  to  fave  ;  as  women  have  from  deth  many  a 

one  ; 
For,  in   my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you. 


Vol.  XXXIII.  D  A.  Yet 
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A. 

Yet  take  good  hede  ;  for  ever  I  drede  that  ye  coude  nat 

fullayne 
The  thornie  wayes,  the  depe  valeies,  the  fnowe,  the 

froft,  the  rayne, 
The  colde,  the  hete  :  for,  dry,  or  wete,  we  muft  lodge 

on  the  playne  ; 
And,  us  above,  none  other  rofe  but  a  brake,  bufh,  or 

tw^ayne  : 
Which  fone  fholde  greve  you,  I  beleve  ;  and  ye  wolde 

gladly  than 
That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 
Syth  I  have  here  been  partynere  with  you  of  joy  and 

blyffe, 
1  mull  alfo  parte  of  your  wo  endure,  as  refon  is  : 
Yet  am  I  fure  of  one  plesure ;  and,  fhortely,  it  is  this,— 
That,  where  ye  be,  me  femeth,  parde,  I  coude  not  fare 

amyfTe. 
Without  more  fpeche,  I  you  befeche  that  we  were 

fhortely  gone ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Yf  ye  goo  thyder,  ye  mull  confider, — whan  ye  have 

lull  to  dyne. 
There  Ihall  no  mete,  be  for  to  gete,  neyther  bere,  ale, 

ne  wine ; 

Ne 
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Ne  fhetes  clene  to  lye  bctweue,  madcn  of  threde  and 

t^\7'ne  ; 
None  other  houfe,  but  levcs  and  bowes,  to  cover  your 

bed  and  myne : 
O  myne  hart  fwete,  this  evyll  dycte  fliolde  make  you 

pale  and  wan  ; 
Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 

Amonge  the  wylde  dere,  fuch  an  archere  as  men  fay 

that  ye  be, 
May  ye  nat  fayle  of  good  vitayle,  where  is  fo  gretc 

plente : 
And  water  clere  of  the  rj^vere  fhall  be  full  fwete  to  me  ; 
With  which  in  hele  I  fhall  r)''ght  wele  endure,  as  ye 

fhall  fee : 
And,  or  we  go,  a  bedde  or  two  I  can  provyde  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A, 

Lo  yet,  before,  ye  muH  do  more,  yf  ye  wyll  go  with 

me  : 
As  cut  your  here  above  your  ere,  your  kyrtel  above 

the  kne  : 
With  bowe  in  hande,  for  to  withflande  your  enemyes, 

yf  nede  be  : 
And,  this  fame  nyght,  before  day-lyght,  to  wode-warde 

wyU  I  fie. 

D3  Yf 
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Yf  that  ye  wyll  all  this  fulfill,  do  it  fliortly  as  ye  can  ; 
Els  wyll  I  to  the  ^grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 
man. 

B. 

I  fhall  as  noxve  do  more  for  you  than  longeth  to  vvo- 

manhede  ; 
To  fhorte  my  here,  a  bow  to  here,  to  fhote  in  tyme  of 

nede :  — 
O  my  fwete  mother,  before  all  other  for  you  I  have 

moft  drede : 
But  nowe,  adue  !  I  mull  enfue  where  fortune  doth  me 

lede.  — 
All  this  make  ye  :  nowe  let  us  fle  ;  the  day  cometh  fail 

upon  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde   I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 

Nay,  nay,  nat  fo  ;  ye  fhal  nat  go,  and  I  fhall  tell  you 

why,  — 
Your  appetyght  is  to  be  lyght  of  love,  I  wele  efpy  : 
For,  lyke  as  ye  have  fayed  to  me,  in  lyke  wyfe  hardely 
Ye  wolde  anfwere,  whofoever  it  were,  in  vv'^ay  of  com- 
pany. 
It  is  fayd  of  olde,  —  fone  bote,  fone  colde  j  and  fo  is  a 

woman  : 
For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfiied 
man. 

B.  Yf 
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B. 

Yf  ye  take  hedc,  it  is  no  nedc  fiicli  wordes  to  fay  by 

me ; 
For  oft  ye  prayed,  and  longe  affayed,   or  I  you  loved, 

parde  : 
And  though  that  I  of  aunceftry  a  barons  daughter  be. 
Yet  have  you  proved  howe  I  you  loved,  a  fquyer  of 

lowe  degre ; 
And  ever  fhall,  whatfo  befall ;  to  dy  therefore  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  ail  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
A  barons  chylde  to  be  begylde  !  It  were  a  curfed  dede  : 
To  be  felawe   with   an  outlawe  !   Almighty   God  for- 

bede! 
Yea,  beter   were,  the    pore    fquyere  alone  to  forefl 

ycde, 
Than  ye  fholde  fay  another  d:iy,  that  by  that   curfed 

dede 
Ye  were  betrayed  :    vvherfore,  good  mayd,  the  bell  rede 

that  I  can. 
Is,  that  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed  man. 

B. 

Whatever  befall,  I  never  fhall  of  this  thyng  you  up- 

brayd  : 
But  yf  ye  go,  and  leve  me  fo,  than  have  ye  me  betrayed. 
Remeniber  you  wcle  howe  that  ye  dele  ;  for,  yf  ye  be 

as  ye  fayd. 
Ye  were  unkynde,  to  leve  behynde,  your  love,  the 

notbrowne  mayd. 

D  3  Trufl 
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Triift  me  tnily\  that  I  fliall  dy  fone  after  ye  be  gone  ^ 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde   I  love  but  yo;. 
alone. 

A. 

Y£  that  ye  went,  ye  fholde  repent ;  for  in  the  foreH 

nowe 
I  have  purvayed  me  of  a  mayd,  whom  I  love  more  than 

you ; 
Another  fay  re  re  than  ever  ye  were,  I  dare  it  wele 

avowe ; 
And  of  you  bothe  eche  fholde  be  wrothe  with  other,  as 

I  trowe  : 
It  were  myne  efe,  to  lyve  in  pefe  ;  fo  wyll  I,  yf  I  can  ; 
Wherfore  I  to   the  wode  wyll  go,  alone,  a  banyflied 

man. 

B. 

Though  in  the  wode  I  undyrflode  ye  had  a  paramour. 
All  this  may  nought  remove  my  thought,  but  that  I 

will  be  your  : 
And  fhe  fhall  fynde  me  foft,  and  kynde,  and  courteys 

every  hour ; 
Glad  to  fulfyll  all  that  fhe  wyll  commaunde  me,  to  my 

power  : 
For  had  ye,  lo,  an  hundred  mo,  yet  wolde  I  be  that 

one  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A.  Myiic 
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A. 

Myne  own  dere  love,  I  fc  the  prove  that  ye  be  kynde, 

and  true  ; 
Of  mayde,  and  \vyfc,  in  all  my  lyfe,  the  bed  that  ever 

I  knevv^e. 
Be  mery  and  glad,  be  no  more  fad,  the  cafe  is  chaunged 

newe  ; 
For  it  were  ruthc,  that,  for  your  truthe,  ye  fholde  have 

caufe  to  rewe  : 
Be  nat  difmayed  ;  whatfoever  I   fayd  to  you,  whan  I 

began, 
I  w}dl  not  to  the  grcne  wode  go,  I  am  no  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 

Thefe  tydings  be  more  gladder  to  me  than  to  be  made 

a  quene, 
Yf  I  were  fure  they  fholde  endure  :  bat  it  is  often  fene, 
Whan  men  wyll  breke  promyfe,  they  fpeke  the  wordes 

on  the  fplene  : 
Ye  (hape  fome  wyle,  me  to  begyle,  and  ftele  from  me 

I  wene  : 
Than  were  the  cafe  worfe  than   it  was,  and   I  more 

wo-begone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 

Ye  fhall  nat  nede  further  to  drede  ;  I  will  not  dyfparage 
You,  ( God  defende  ! )  fyth    you  defcend  of  lo   gretc 
a  lynage* 

D  4  Kowe 


40  P  R  I  O  R'S      POEMS. 

Nowe  underftande, — to  WeRmarlande,  which  is  mync 

herytage, 
I  wyll  you  bringe  ;  and  with  a  rynge,  by  way  of  ma- 

ryage 
1  wyll  you  take,  and  lady  make,  as  fhortely  as  I  can  : 
Thus  have  ye  won  an  erlys  fon,    and  not  a  banyflied 

man. 

B. 
Here  may  ye  fejthat  women  be,  in  love,  meke,  kynde, 

and  ftable : 

Late  never  man  reprove  them  than, 

]3ut,  rather,  pray  God,   that  vv^e  may  to  them  be  com- 
fortable. 
Which  fometyme  proved  fuch  as  he  loved,  yf  they  be 

charytable. 
Forfoth,  men  wolde  that  women  fholde  be  meke  to 

them  ech  one  ; 
Moche  more  ought  they  to  God  obey,  and  ferve  but 

hym  alone. 


HENRY 


[     41     ] 
HENRY      AND      EMMA. 

A        POEM, 
UPON    THE    MODEL    OF    THE    NUT-BROWN     MAID, 

TO        C      L     O      E, 

npHOU,  to  whefe  eyes  I  bend,  at  v.-hofe  command 
-^  (Though  low  my  voice, though  artlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  fprightly  reed,  and  fmg,  and  play  ; 
Carelefs  of  what  the  cenfaring  world  may  fay: 
Bright  Cloe,  objeft  of  my  conftant  vow. 
Wilt  thou  awhile  unbend  thy  ferious  brow  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy  lover's  llrains, 
And  with  one  heavenly  fmile  o'erpay  his  pains  ? 
No  longer  (hall  the  Nut-brown  Maid  be  old  ; 
Though  fmce  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have  roll'd: 
At  thy  defire,  fhe  fhall  again  be  rais'd  ; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lading  verfe  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fliall  complain. 
That  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov'd  again  : 
That  we  in  vain  the  fickle  fex  purfue, 
Who  change  the  conilant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  faid, 
Of  female  pafiion  fcign'd,  or  faith  decay'd  : 
Henceforth  ihall  in  my  verfe  refuted  ftand, 
Be  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  fand. 

And, 
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And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Unconquer'd  love  and  ever-during  flame  ; 
O  faireft  of  the  fex  !  be  thou  my  Mufe  ; 
Deign  on  my  work  thy  influence  to  diffufe. 
Let  me  partake  the  bleflings  I  rehearfe, 
And  grant  me,  Love,  the  jufl:  reward  of  verfe  ! 
As  Beauty's  potent  queen,  with  every  grace 
That  once  was  Emma's,  has  adorn'd  thy  face  ; 
And  as  her  fon  has  to  my  bofom  dealt 
That  confl:ant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry  felt : 
O  let  the  ftory  with  thy  life  agree  : 
Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee  ; 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me. 
Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Difl:ant  and  fad,  a  banifli'd  man  to  rove. 
But  oh  !  with  pity  long-intreated  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes  ;  and,  when  thou  fay*fl;  that  one 
Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'fl:,  oh  !  think  on  me  alone. 


WHERE  beauteous  Ifis  and  her  hufband  Tame" 
With  mingled  waves  for  ever  flow  the  fame, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  liv*d ; 
Great  gifts  beftow'd,  and  great  refpedl  receiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccefsful  care 
Led  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war  ; 
This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bands. 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  king's  commands  ; 
And  (all  due  honours  faithfully  difcharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat  enlarg'd 

With 


HENRY    AND    EMMA.  43 

With  a  new  mark,  the  witnefs  of  his  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpoil. 

From  the  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noify  court, 
In  honourable  eafe  and  rural  fport. 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  fafely  paft: ; 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  flow,  nor  flew  too  fall* 
He  made  his  wifh  with  his  eilate  comply, 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afraid  to  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  chafte  and  fair, 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir. 
They  call'd  her  Emma  ;  for  the  beauteous  dame. 
Who  gave  the  Virgin  birth,  had  borne  the  name  : 
The  name  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd  ; 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improved. 
Yet  as,  when  Little  round  his  knees  fhe  play'd. 
He  call'd  her  oft'  in  fport  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word 
(As  Hill  they  pleafe,  who  imitate  their  lord)  ; 
Ufage  confirm'd  what  fancy  had  begun  ; 
The  mutual  terms  around  the  lands  were  known ; 
And  Emma  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid  were  one. 

As  with  her  ftature,  ftill  her  charms  increas'd  j 
Through  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh  !  what  perfe6lions  mud  that  Virgin  fhare, 
Who  faireil  is  efteem'd,  where  all  are  fair ! 
From  diftant  fhires  repair  the  noble  youth, 
And  find  report  for  once  had  leffen'd  truth. 
By  wonder  firft,  and  then  by  paflion  mov'd. 
They  came  j  they  faw  j  they  marverd ;  and  they  lovM. 

By 


1 
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By  public  praifes,  and  by  fecret  fighs, 

Each  own'd  the  general  power  of  Emma's  eyes. 

In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  flrove 

By  glorious  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love. 

In  gentle  verfe  the  witty  told  their  flame. 

And  grac'd  their  choicefl;  fongs  with  Emma's  name 

In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ : 

Ufelefs  their  fl:rength,  and  impotent  their  wit. 

Great  Venus  only  muft  dire6l  the  dart. 

Which  elfe  will  never  reach  the  fair-one's  heart, 

Spite  of  th'  attempts  of  force,  and  foft  effects  of  art 

Great  Venus  mull  prefer  the  happy  one  : 

In  Henry's  caufe  her  favour  mufl  be  iliown  : 

And  Emma,  of  mankind,  mull  love  but  him  alone. 

While  thefe  in  public  to  the  caftle  came, 
And  by  their  grandeur  juftificd  their  flame  ; 
More  fecret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes  ; 
His  fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forfakes  : 

In  borrow'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array'd, 

Oft'  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 
When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfman's  habit  drefl:, 

Henry  on  foot  purfues  the  bounding  beafl. 

In  his  right  hand  his  beechen  pole  he  bears  : 

And  graceful  at  his  fide  his  horn  he  wears. 

Still  to  the  glade,  where  flie  has  bent  her  way. 

With  knowing  fivill  he  drives  the  future  prey  ; 

Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  fliun  the  brake  ; 

And  flicws  the  path  her  flieed  may  fafefl:  take  ; 

Direfts  her  fpear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  ; 

Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crown'd  ; 

And  blows  her  praifes  in  no  common  found. 

Aful- 
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A  falconer  Henry  is,  when  Emma  hawks  : 
With  her  of  tarfels  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  wrift  the  towering  merlin  Hands, 
Pradis'd  to  rife,  and  floop  at  her  commands. 
And  when  fiiperior  now  the  bird  has  flown, 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down ; 
With  humble  reverence  he  accoils  the  fair, 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  ftill,  as  from  the  fportive  field  flie  goes. 
His  down-caft  eye  reveals  his  inward  woes ; 
And  by  his  look  and  forrow  is  expreft, 
A  nobler  game  purfued  than  bird  or  beall. 

A  fhepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  roves : 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delights  the  groves. 
The  neighbouring  fwains  around  the  ftranger  throng, 
Or  to  admire,  or  emulate  his  fong : 
While  with  foft  forrow  he  renews  his  lays. 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  praife. 
But,  foon  as  Emma's  eyes  adorn  the  plain. 
His  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  ftrain. 
With  dutiful  refpedl  and  ftudious  fear ; 
Left  any  carelefs  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  Gipfy  now,  the  houfe  he  haunts, 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diffembled  wants. 
With  the  fond  maids  in  palmiftry  he  deals  : 
They  tell  the  fecret  firft,  which  he  reveals  ; 
Says  who  fhall  wed,  and  who  fhall  be  beguil'd  ; 
What  groom  fliall  get,  and  fquire  maintain  the  child. 
But,  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  fofter  look  unbends  his  opening  brow ; 

With 
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With  trembling  awe  he  gazes  on  her  eye, 

And  in  foft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply  ; 

That  (he  fhall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair ; 

And  Hymen's  choiceft  gifts  are  all  refervM  for  her. 

Now  oft'  had  Henry  chang'd  his  ily  difguife, 
Unmark'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes  : 
Oft'  had  found  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame  ; 
And  oft'  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  foft  interpreters  of  love  : 
Till  Time  and  Induftry  (the  mighty  two 
That  bring  our  wifhes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Made  him  perceive,  that  the  inclining  fair 
Receiv'd  his  vows  with  no  reluctant  ear ; 
That  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign, 
And  dealt  to  Emma's  heart  a  ihare  of  Henry's  pain*, 

While  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  occafion  blefs'd, 
And,  with  the  fecret  kept,  the  love  increased  ; 
The  amorous  youth  frequents  the  filent  groves  ; 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  loves,  'tis  true  ;  and  is  belov'd  again  ;     > 
Great  are  his  joys  :  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  prefent  flame  ; 
But,  fmiling,  will  fhe  ever  be  the  fame  ? 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds  ; 
And  fummer  feas  are  turn'd  by  fudden  winds. 
Another  Love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth  : 
Time  changes  thought ;  and  flattery  conquers  truth. 

O  impotent  eilate  of  human  life  ! 
Where  Hope  and  Fear  maintain  eternal  flrife  5 

2  Where 
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Where  fleeting  joy  does  lading  doubt  infpire  ; 
And  moll  we  quellion,  what  we  nnoft  delire  ! 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  Heaven,  beftovr 
Our  cup  of  Love  unmix'd  ;  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in  ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief ;  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafurable  tafte  ; 
Or  deems  it  not  fincere  ;  or  fears  it  cannot  laft. 

With  willies  rais'd,  with  jealoufies  opprell, 
(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft) 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  love. 
If  fcanning  Emma's  virtues  he  may  find 
That  beauteous  frame  inclofe  a  fleady  mind. 
He'll  fix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure  ; 
And  live  a  flave  to  Hymen's  happy  power. 
But  if  the  fair-one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail ;  ^ 

If,  pois'd  aright  in  Reafon's  equal  fcale,  ^ 

Light  fiy  her  merit,  and  her  faults  prevail ;  3 

His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  amorous  care,  "\ 

The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear,  j- 

Refume  his  azure  arms,  and  fhine  again  in  war.  J 

South  of  the  caftle  in  a  verdant  glade 
A  fpreading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade  : 
Here  oft'  the  Nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard ; 
Here  oft'  her  filence  had  her  heart  declar'd. 
As  aftive  Spring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 
Apd  genial  life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods  ; 
Henry,  In  knots  involving  Emma's  name, 
Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  eonceal'd  bis  flame 
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Upon  this  tree :  and,  as  the  tender  mark 

Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark,. 

Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, 

That,  as  the  wound,  the  paJGTion  might  increafe. 

As  potent  Nature  fhed  her  kindly  fhowers. 

And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  opening  flowers,^ 

Upon  this  tree  the  Nymph's  obhging  care 

Had  left  a  frequent  WTeath  for  Henry's  hair  ; 

Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 

Pleas'd  with  his  conqueft,  with  her  prefent  crown'd. 

Glorious  through  all  the  plains  he  oft'  had  gone, 

And  to  each  fwain  the  myftic  honour  fhown  ; 

The  gift  ftill  prais'd,  the  giver  ftill  unknown. 

His  fecret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes : 
To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites  : 
Imperfe6l  words  and  dubious  terms  exprefs, 
That  unforefcen  mifchance  difturb'd  his  peace  ; 
That  he  muft  fomething  to  her  ear  commend,^, 
On  which  her  condu6l  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair-one  had  the  note  receiv'd, 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  flie  griev'd  : 
For  different  this  from  every  former  note. 
Which  Venus  diftated,  and  Henry  wrote  ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  his  Nut-brown  Maid  j 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes,  and  own'd  her  power  ; 
And  bid  her  oft'  adieu,  yet  added  more. 
Now  night  advanced.     The  houfe  in  fleep  v/ere  laid  ; 
The  nurfe  experienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid ; 
And,  laft,  that  fprite,  which  does  inceffant  haunt 
The  lover's  fleps,  the  ancient  maiden-aunt. 

To 
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To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way. 

With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay  ; 

For'Love,  fantaib'c  power,  that  is  afraid 

To  ftir  abroad  till  watchfulnefs  be  laid. 

Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  valleys  llrays, 

And  leads  his  votaries  fafe  through  pathlefs  ways. 

Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  fhall  find 

Where  Cupid  goes  ;  though  he,  poor  guide  !  is  blind. 

The  Maiden  fiirfl  arriving,  fent  her  eye 
To  afk,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh  : 
With  fear  and  with  defire,  with  joy  and  pain. 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But  oh  !  his  fteps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafte : 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  call ; 
His  artful  bofom  heaves  diffembled  fighs  ; 
And  tears  fuborn'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 

With  eafe,  alas  !  we  credit  what  we  love  : 
Kis  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
In  the  afflided  fair  ;  adowni  her  cheek 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break ; 
Attentive  ftood  the  mournful  Nymph  :  the  Man 
Broke  filence  firft  :  the  tale  alternate  ran. 

Henry. 

SINCERE,  O  tell  me,  haft  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bofom  ever  ftrove 
With  the  firft  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
Haft  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  bleft  his  fway, 
By  turns  averfe,  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 
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Thy  virgin  foftnefs  hail  thou  e'er  bewailM  ; 

As  Reafon  yielded,  and  as  Love  prevail'd  ? 

And  wept  the  potent  God's  refiftlefs  dart, 

His  killing  pleafure,  his  ecllatic  fmart, 

And  heavenly  poifon  thrilling  through  thy  heart 

If  foj  with  pity  view  my  wretched  flate  ; 

At  lead  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate  : 

To  fome  more  happy  Knight  referve  thy  charms  ; 

By  Fortune  favour'd,  and  fuccefsful  arms : 

And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray 

Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 

Permit  one  figh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear, 

To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlefs  care. 

"For  me,  alas  !  out-caft  of  human  race, 

Liove's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  difgrace  ; 

For  lo  !  thefe  hands  in  muither  are  imbrued  ; 

Thefe  trembling  feet  by  Juftice  are  purfued  : 

Fate  calls  aloud,  and  hailens  me  away ; 

A  fliameful  death  attends  m.y  longer  ftay ; 

And  I  this  night  muil  fly  from  thee  and  love, 

Condemn'd  in  lonely  woods,  a  banifh'd  man,  to  rove. 

E  M  M  A« 

What  is  our  blifs,  that  changeth  with  the  moon ; 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  unbleft  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  !  be  pain  ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  falfe  one  feign'd. 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign'd : 

The 


i 


HENRY    AND     EMMA. 

The  God  of  Love  hi'mfelf  Inhabits  there, 

Witli  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  gritf,  and  care. 

His  complement  of  llores,  and  total  war. 

O  !  ceafe  then  coldly  to  fufpe£l  my  love  ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  lead  my  faith  approve. 
Alas !  no  youth  fhall  my  endearments  fhare  ; 
Nor  day  nor  night  fhall  interrupt  my  care  ; 
No  future  flory  Ihall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indifference  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid  ; 
Nor  to  hard  banifiiment  fhall  Henry  run  ; 
While  carelefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  refolv'd,  where-e'er  thou  lead'ft,  to  go, 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe  ; 
For  I  atteft  fair  Venus  and  her  fon. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

Henry. 
Let  prudence  yet  obftrucl  thy  venturous  way  ; 
And  take  good  heed,  what  men  will  think  and  fay : 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courfes  took  ; 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  life  forfook  ; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  of  man, 
She  to  the  wood-land  with  an  exile  ran. 
Refle£l,  that  lefTen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'd ; 
And  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  ftaiu'd  : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  fhun  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 
No  penance  can  abfolve  our  guilty  fame ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wafli  out  fm,  can  wafli  out  fliamc. 
Then  fly  tJie  fad  elfecls  of  defperate  love  ; 
And  leave  a  bauilli'd  man  through  lonely  woods  to  rove, 
E  2  Emma. 
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E  M  M  A. 

Let  Emma's  haplefs  cafe  be  falfely  told 
By  the  rafh  young,  or  the  ill-natur'd  old  : 
Let  every  tongue  Its  various  cenfures  choofe  ; 
Abfolve  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe  : 
Fair  Truth  at  lall  her  radiant  beams  will  raife  ; 
And  Malice  vanqulfh'd  heightens  Virtue's  praife. 
Let  then  thy  favour  but  indulge  my  flight ; 
O  !  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light  ; 
And  potent  Venus  fhall  exalt  my  name 
Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  Fame  ; 
Nor  from  that  bufy  Demon's  reftlefs  power 
Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore, 
Than  that  this  truth  fiiould  to  the  world  be  known^ 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 
Henry. 

But  canft  thou  wield  the  fword,  and  bend  the  bow  'i 
"With,  active  force  repel  the  fturdy  foe  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh, 
And  winged  deaths  in  whiftling  arrows  fly  ; 
Wilt  thou,  though  wounded,  yet  undaunted  flay, 
Perfonn  thy  part,  and  fhare  the  dangerous  day  ? 
Then,  as  thy  ftrength  decays,  thy  heart  will  fail, 
Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  pale ; 
With  fruitlefs  forrow,  thou,  inglorious  maid, 
Wilt  weep  thy  fafety  by  thy  love  betray'd : 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'er-charg'd,  deny 
Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly  : 
Then  wilt  thou  curfe  the  chance  that  made  thee  love 
A  banlfh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  to  rove . 

Emma. 
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Emma. 

With  fatal  certainty  Thaleftris  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew ; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremofl  in  the  war, 
Bonduca  brandifh'd  high  the  Britifh  fpear. 
Could  thirft  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breall  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  fhall  not  Love's  diviner  power  infpire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  miftrull  not,  conllant  I'll  abide. 
And  fall,  or  vanquifli,  fighting  by  thy  fide. 
Though  my  inferior  ilrength  may  not  allow 
That  I  fhould  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow ; 
With  ready  hand  I  vvill  the  fliaft  fupply, 
And  joy  to  fee  thy  viclor  arrows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hollile  reed, 
Sliould'ft  thou  (but  Heaven  avert  it  !  )   fiiould'R  thou 

bleed  ; 
To  fl:op  the  wounds,  my  fineil  lawn  I'd  tear, 
Wafh  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  my  hair ; 
Bleft,  when  my  danger-s  and  my  toils  have  fliown 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  tliee  alone. 
Henry. 

But  canil  tliou,  tender  maid,  canfl;  thou  fuflain 
AfHi6live  want,  or  hunger's  preffing  pain  ? 
Tliofe  limbs,  in  lawn  and  fofteil  filk  array'd, 
From  fiui-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid  ; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refill 
The  parching  dog-itar,  and  the  bleak  north-eaft  ? 

E  3  When, 
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When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows  and  beating  rain. 
We  tread  with  weary  Heps  the  lon<tfome  plain; 
When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  evening  food, 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood  ; 
And  find  among  the  diffs  no  other  houfe, 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gathered  boughs  ; 

Wilt  thou  not  then  reluftant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  wafte  :  and  weeping  tiy 

(Though  then,  alas  !  that  trial  be  too  late) 

To  find  thy  father's  hofpitable  gate, 

And  feats,  where  eafe  and  plenty  brooding  fate 

Thofe  feats,  whence  long  excluded  thou  muft  mourn  ; 

That  gate,  for  ever  barr'd  to  thy  return  : 

Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  love. 

And  hate  a  banifn'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to^-ove  ? 
Emma. 
Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed, 

From  its  decline  determined  to  recede  ; 

Did  I  but  purpofe  to  embark  with  thee 

On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fummer's  fea ; 

While  gentle  Zephyrs  play  in  profperous  gales, 

And  Fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails  ; 

But  would  forfake  the  fhip,  and  make  the  fhore. 

When  the  winds  whiftle,  and  the  tempefts  roar  ? 

No,  Henry,  no  :  one  facred  oath  has  tied 

Our  loves  ;  one  deftiny  our  life  fhall  guide  ; 

Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  divide. 
When  from  the  cave  thou  rifell  with  the  day, 

To  beat  the  woods,  and  roufe  the  bounding  prey  ; 

The 
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The  cave  with  mofs  and  branches  I'll  adorn, 
And  clieerful  fit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return  : 
And,  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  fmitten  deer 
(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err), 
I'll  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighbouring  wood, 
And  ftrike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drcfs  the  food  ; 
With  humble  duty,  and  officious  hafle, 
I'll  cull  the  furthefl  mead  for  thy  repaft ; 
The  choiceft  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  bring. 
And  draw  thy  water  from  the  freflieft  fpring : 
And,  when  at  night  with  weary  toil  oppreft, 
.Soft  numbers  thou  enjoy'il:,  and  wholefome  refl ; 
Watchful  I'll  guard  thee,  and  with  midnight  prayer 
Weary  the  Gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care  ; 
And  joyous  afl<,  at  morn's  returning  ray, 
If  thou  haft  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
My  tlioughts  fliall  fix,  rny  lateft  wifh  depend, 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinfman,  father,  friend  : 
By  all  thefe  facred  names  be  Henry  known 
To  Emma's  heart ;  and  grateful  let  him  own 
That  flie,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him  alone 
Henry, 
Vainly  thou  tell'ft  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare : 
Thou,  ere  thou  goe'ft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 
No  longer  fliall  thy  comely  treffes  break 
la  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck  ; 
Or  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round. 
In  graceful  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound  ; 
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No  longer  fhall  the  bodice  aptly  lac'd, 
From  thy  full  bofom  to  thy  flender  walft. 
That  air  and  harmony  of  fhape  exprefs, 
Fine  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lefs  : 
Nor  fhall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait, 
From  thy  fair  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet, 
Arm  their  chafte  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride. 
And  double  every  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 
Th'  ambrofial  plenty  of  thy  fhining  air, 
Cropt  off  and  loft,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear 
Shall  ftand  uncouth  :   a  horfeman's  coat  fhall  hide 
Thy  taper  fhape,  and  comelinefs  of  fide  : 
The  fhort  trunk-hofe  fhall  fhew  thy  foot  and  knee 
Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-fight  free  : 
And,  with  a  bolder  ftride  and  loofer  air, 
Mingled  with  men,  a  man  thou  muft  appear. 

Nor  fohtude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  fhalt  thou  in  forefts  iind  : 
^Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there. 
Or  guardian  Gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  -fhall  offend  thy  view  : 
For  fuch  muft  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'd  in  focial  ill, 
Train'd  to  afiault,  aad  difciplin'd  to  kill : 
Their  common  loves,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack. 
The  beadle's  lafh  ftill  flagrant  on  their  back  ; 
By  floth  corrupted,  by  diforder  fed, 
Made  bold  by  w^ant,  and  proftitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
JVIIift  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey : 

With 
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With  fiich  fne  muft  return  at  fetting  light. 

Though  not  partaker,  witnefs  of  their  night. 

Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds 

And  pitying  love,  muft  feel  the  hateful  wounds 

Of  jeft  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 

The  ill-bred  queftion,  and  the  lewd  reply  ; 

Brought  *by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfc, 

Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curfe. 

That  lateft  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war, 

And  blafphemy,  fad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  refledlion  make, 
Wliat  thou  would'ft  follow,  what  thou  muft  forfake  : 
By  our  ill-omen'd  ftars,  and  adverfe  Heaven, 
No  middle  obje6t  to  thy  choice  Is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtue,  to  attain  thy  love  ; 
Or  leave  a  baniih'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to  rove* 
Emma. 
O  grief  of  heart  !   that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  fuffer  what  thy  honour  hates  : 
Mix  thee  amongft  the  bad  ;  or  make  thee  run 
Tog  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  thee  fliun. 
Yet  with  her  Henry  ftill  let  Emma  go  ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  fhare  the  woe  ; 
And  Aire  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidft  the  worft,  if  Henry  ftill  be  there. 

Our  outward  a(ft  is  prompted  from  within  ; 
And  from  the  fmner's  mind  proceeds  the  fm  z 
By  her  own  choice  free  Virtue  is  approv'd  ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objedls  mov'd. 
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Who  has  aflay'd  no  danger,  gains  i  >  praife. 
In  a  fmall  ifle,  amidft  the  widci^  feas, 
Triumphant  Conftancy  has  fix'd  her  feat : 
In  vain  the  Syrens  fing,  the  tempefts  beat : 
Their  flattery  fhe  rejefts,  nor  fears  their  threat, 

For  thee  alone  thefe  little  charms  I  dreft  : 
Condemn'd  them,  or  abfolv'd  them  by  thy  teil. 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  fhone, 
Or  negligently  plac'd  for  thee  alone  : 
For  thee  again  they  fhall  be  laid  afide  ; 
The  woman,  Henry,  (hall  put  oft  her  pride 
For  thee  :  my  clothes,  my  fex,  exchanged  for  thee, 
I'll  m.ingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee  ; 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  ! 
Wanting  the  fciflars,  wuth  thefe  hands  I'll  tear 
(If  that  obilru6ls  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  foot,  or  yellow  walnut,  fiiall  difgrace 
This  httle  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face. 
Thefe  nails  with  fcratches  fliall  deform  my  breafl, 
Left  by  my  look  or  colour  be  exprefs'd 
The  mark  of  aught  high-born,  or  ever  better  drefs'd 
Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  difguife. 
Let  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes  ; 
Lofl:  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known  : 
My  fate  I  can  abfolve,  if  he  fliall  own 
That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone. 
Henry. 
O  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandon'd  mind  1 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind, 
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Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me  :  faid  Emma  fo  ? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 
O  guihy  error  !   and  O  wretched  maid ! 
Whofe  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame 
With  him,  who  next  fhould  tempt  her  eafy  fame 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptible  flame 
NovvT  why  fnould  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex  ? 
Confefs  thy  frailty,  and  avow  the  fex : 
No  longer  loofe  defire  for  conftant  love 
Miftake ;  but  fay,  'tis  Man  with  whom  thou  long'fl  to 
rove. 

Emma. 

Are  there  not  poifons,  racks,  and  flames,  and  fwords ; 
That  Emma  thus  mufl:  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  fwords  or  poifon,  racks  or  flame, 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame  ! 
More  fatal  Henry's  words;   they  murder  Emma's 
fame. 

And  fall  thefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue, 
Where  civil  fpeech  and  foft  perfuafion  hung ; 
Whofe  artful  fweetnefs  and  harmonious  fl:rain. 
Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
Call'd  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wifhes,  to  its  aid ; 
And,  whilfl:  it  Hem-y's  glowing  flame  convey'd. 
Still  blam'd  the  coldnefs  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid 

Let  envious  jealoufy  and  canker'd  fpite 
Produce  my  aftions  to  feverefl:  light. 
And  tax  my  open  day,  or  fecret  night. 

2  Did 


] 


I 


€o  P  R  I  O  R'S      POEMS. 

Did  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  leaft  inclin'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part  ? 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal,  ■ 

Which  angels  might  not  hear,  and  virgins  tell  ?  *" 

And  haft  thou,  Henry,  in  my  condud  known  -j 

One  fault,  but  that  which  I  muft  never  own,  > 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone  ?  ■* 
Henry. 

Vainly  thou  talk'ft  of  loving  m.e  alone  : 
Each  man  is  man  ;  and  all  our  fex  is  one. 
Falfe  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind :  "^ 

Nor  in  Love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find  |- 

Vows  made  to  laft,  or  promifes  to  bind.  J 

By  Nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  made. 
Alike  by  ftrength  or  cunning  we  invade  : 
When  arm'd  with  rage  we  march  againft  the  foe, 
We  lift  the  battle-axe,  and  draw  the  bow  : 
When,  fir'd  with  pafiion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
Delufive  fighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear ; 
Our  falfehood  and  our  arms  have  equal  ufe ; 
As  they  our  conqueft  or  delight  produce. 
The  foolifh  heart  thou  gav'ft,  again  receive. 
The  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretched,  be  no  longer  true  ; 
What  ftrives  to  fly  thee,  why  fliould'ft  thou  purfii 
Forget  the  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new  ; 
Single  the  lovelieft  of  the  amorous  youth ; 
Aflc  for  his  vow  ;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  (halt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive  ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  perfift,  o'ercome,  and  leave 
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Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  right ; 
Be  wife  and  falfe,  fhun  trouble,  fcek  delight ; 
Change  thou  the  flrft,  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight 

Why  fliould'fl  thou  weep  ?  let  Nature  judge  our  cafe  ; 
I  faw  thee  young  and  fair ;  purfued  the  chafe 
Of  Youth  and  Beauty  :    I  another  faw 
Fairer  and  younger  :   yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfued 
More  youtli,  more  beauty  :   blcft  viciflitude  ! 
My  adive  heart  ftill  keeps  its  priftine  flame ; 
The  obje6l  alter'd,  the  defire  the  fame. 

This  younger,  fairer,  pleads  her  rightful  charms  ; 
With  prefent  power  compels  me  to  her  arms. 
And  much  1  fear,  from  my  fubjcfted  mind 
(If  Beauty's  force  to  conftant  Love  can  bind), 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay'd ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  dofl:  now. 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wildnefs  of  thy  wiflies  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  may'ft  live  with  her. 
Love,  well  thou  know'll,  no  partnerfhip  allows  ; 
Cupid  averfe  rejefts  divided  vows : 
Then  from  thy  foohfli  heart,  vain  maid,  remove 
An  ufelefs  forrow,  and  an  ill-ftarr'd  love  ; 
And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods  to 
rove. 

Emma. 

Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray'd  ? 

Of 
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Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  worft  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  mod  completely  curft  ? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee  :   and  going  prove. 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  fair. 
This  happy  objedl  of  our  different  care, 
Her  let  me  follow  ;  her  let  me  attend 
A  fervant  (flie  may  fcorn  the  name  of  friend). 
What  fhe  demands,  inceffant  I'll  prepare : 
I'll  weave  her  garlands  ;   and  I'll  plait  her  hair  : 
My  bufy  diligence  fhall  deck  her  board 
(For  there  at  leall  I  may  approach  my  Lord)  ; 
And,  when  her  Henry's  fofter  hours  advife 
His  fervant's  abfence,  with  deje£ied  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife. 

Yet,  when  increafing  grief  brings  flow  difeafe  ; 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefe, 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed ; 
When  Henry's  miftrefs  fliews  him  Emma  dead  ; 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  negleft  : 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hearfe  be  deckt, 
And  decent  emblem  ;  and  at  leaft  perfuade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  fhe, 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepulchre  may  fee. 
The  nymph  amidfl  her  joys  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  figh,  reiledling  on  my  death, 
And  the  fad  fate  v/hich  fhe  may  one  day  prove, 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 

And 
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And  thou  forf\vOi.-r.,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art, 
If  Emma's  Imr.ge  ever  touched  thy  heart ; 
Thou  fure  muil  give  one  thought,  and  drop  one  tear 
To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  dcfpair  ; 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  ftone 
Bid  it  in  lading  charafters  be  known, 
That,  of  mankind,  (lie  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 
Henry. 

Hear,  folcmn  Jove  ;  and  confcious  Venus,  hear ; 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  believe  me  whilil  I  fwear ; 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  fliall  move 
The  well-plac'd  bafis  of  my  lailing  love. 
O  powerful  virtue  !   O  victorious  fair ! 
At  leaft  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere  : 
Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war. 

No  banifh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to  rove, 
Intreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love  : 
No  perjur'd  knight  defires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Fairtil  colledion  of  thy  fex's  charms. 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth  ! 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth, 
As  thou  may'fl  wifli,  (hall  all  his  life  employ. 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
Illullrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  war 
JL,et  Lo}T-e  confefs,  for  flie  has  felt  his  Avord, 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  Britifli  lord. 
Him  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows ; 
For  fhe  amidfl  his  fpacious  meadows  flows ; 
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Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands ; 
And  fees  his  numerous  herds  imprint  her  fands. 

And  thou,  my  fair,  my  dove,  fhalt  raife  thy  thought 
To  greatnefs  next  to  empire  :    fhalt  be  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat ; 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  /hall  wait. 
Mufic  and  fong  fhall  wake  the  marriage -day ; 
And,  whilft  the  priells  accufe  the  bride's  delay, 
Myrtles  and  rofes  fhall  obftru6l  her  way. 

Friendfhip  fhall  ftill  thy  evening  feafls  adorn  ; 
And  blooming  Peace  fliall  ever  blefs  thy  morn. 
Succeeding  years  their  happy  race  Ihall  run, 
And  age  unheeded  by  delight  come  on  : 
While  yet  fuperior  Love  fhall  mock  his  power : 
And  when  old  Time  fhall  turn  the  fated  hour. 
Which  only  can  our  well-tied  knot  unfold ; 
What  refts  of  both,  one  fepulchre  fhall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  breail 
(That  heaven  of  foftnefs,  and  that  feat  of  reft) 
Ye  doubts  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love, 
Scatter'd  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  forefts  rove 

Emma. 
O  day  the  faireft  fure  that  ever  rofe  ! 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes ! 
Sire  of  her  joy,  and  fource  of  her  delight ; 
O  !   wing'd  with  pleafure,  take  thy  happy  flight, 
And  give  each  future  morn  a  tinfture  of  thy  white 
Yet  tell  thy  votary,  potent  Queen  of  Love, 
Henry,  my  Heniy,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
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Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  jiifl:,  and  good  ? 

And  is  there  yet  no  miilrcfo  in  the  wood  ? 

None,  none  there  is  ;  the  thought  was  rafii  and  vain  ; 

A  falfe  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 

Doubt  fliall  for  ever  quit  my  flrengthen'd  heart, 

And  anxious  jealoufy's  corroding  fmart ; 

Nor  other  inmate  fhall  inhabit  there, 

But  foft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleafing  Care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow, 
And  Fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  ftands. 
And  flieds  her  treafure  with  unweary'd  hands  ; 
Her  prefent  favour  cautious  I'll  embrace, 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  profFer'd  grace  : 
If  (lie  reclaims  the  temporaiy  boon, 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone  ; 
Secure  of  mind,  I'll  obviate  her  intent, 
And  unconcern'd  return  the  goods  flie  lent. 
Nor  happinefs  can  I,  nor  mifery  feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantaftic  wheel : 
Frlendfliip's  great  laws,  and  Love's  fupenor  powers, 
Muft  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  corrmands  create 
I  mull  my  blefiings  or  my  forrows  date  ; 
And  Henry's  will  muft  dictate  Emma's  fate. 

Yet  wliile  with  clofe  delight  and  inward  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foul  fliall  hide) 
I  fee  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  defire, 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require  ; 
With  power  invefted,  and  with  pleafure  cheer'd  ; 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  opprcflbr  fear'd ; 
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Loaded  and  blefr.  with  all  the  affluent  ftore, 

Which  human  vows  at  fmoking  flirines  implore  ; 

Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 

My  life  fubfervient  only  to  thy  joy ; 

And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs  fhown 

To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alone, 

WHILE  thus  the  conflant  pair  alternate  fald. 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  Loves,  a  numerous  crowd  ; 
SmiKng  they  clapt  their  wings,  and  low  they  bow*d 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er, 
To  choofe  propitious  fhafts,  a  precious  ftore ; 
That,  when  their  God  fhould  take  his  future  darts. 
To  ftrike  (however  rarely)  conftant  hearts, 
His  happy  fl^ill  might  proper  arms  employ, 
All  tipt  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy : 
And  thofe,  they  vow'd,  whofe  lives  fhould  imitate 
Thefe  lovers'  conftancy,  fhould  fhare  their  fate. 

The  Queen  of  Beauty  ftopt  her  bridled  doves  ; 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves ; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear ; 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  God  of  War : 
Soon  as  fhe  calls,  the  God  is  always  near. 

Now,  Mars,  fhe  faid,  let  Pame  exalt  her  voice  : 
Nor  let  thy  conquefts  only  be  her  choice  : 
But,  when  fhe  fmgs  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Return'd,  the  hoftile  fpear  and  captive  fhield 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to  yield 
And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  (hall  complete 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfed  Britain's  flate, 
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The  fvvift-wing'd  power  fhall  take  her  trump  again. 
To  fing  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign  ; 
To  reeolledl  unweaty'd  Marlboroi!.;;h's  toils. 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  Ills  fpoils  ; 
The  Britifli  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquifh'd  by  his  hand  : 
Let  her  at  leall  perform  what  I  defire  ; 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpire  ; 
And  tell  tlie  nations,  in  no  vulgar  ftrain, 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain,    . 
And,  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  pail ; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  ?.re  caft  ; 
Faithful  may'ft  thou,  like  Britifh  Henry,  prove  i 
And,  Emma-like,  let  me  return  thy  love. 

Renown 'd  for  truth,  let  all  thy  fons  appear  ; 
And  conftant  Beauty  fhall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  fmiPd,  and  bow'd :  the  Cyprian  Deity 
Turn'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  il^y ; 
And  thou,  fhe  fmiling  faid,  great  God  of  days 
And  verfe,  behold  my  deed,  and  fmg  my  praife  ; 
As  on  the  Britifh  earth,  my  favourite  iile, 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kindeft  influence  fmile. 
Through  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves, 
Proclaim  with  joy  thefe  memorable  loves. 
From  every  annual  courfe  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  fports  and  floral  play 
Be  fet  afide  ;  and,  in  the  foftefl:  lays 
Of  thy  poetic  fons,  be  folemn  praife 
And  everlaftiing  marks  of  honour  paid 
To  the  true  Lover,  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid. 

F  2  A'N 
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*'  Te  caede  gaudentes  Sicambri 
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"^^7  HEN  I  firft  thought  of  writing  upon  this  oc- 
cafion,  1  found  the  ideas  fo  great  and  numerous, 
that  1  judged  them  more  proper  for  the  warmth  of  ant 
Ode,  than  for  any  other  fort  of  poetry  :  I  therefore  fet 
Horace  before  me  for  a  pattern,  and  particularly  his 
famous  ode,  the  fourth  of  the  fourth  book, 

**  Qualem  miniilrum  fulminis  alitem,  &c. 
which  he  wrote  in  praife  of  Drufus  after  his  expedition 
into  Germany,  and  of  Auguftus  upon  his  happy  choice 
of  that  general.     And  in  the  following  poem,  though 
I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  all  the  great  Itrokes  of 

that 
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that  ode,  I  have  taken  the  hberty  to  go  off  from  it,  and 
to  add  varioiifly,  as  the  fubject  and  my  own  Imagina- 
tion carried  me.  As  to  the  flyle,  the  choice  I  made  of 
following  the  ode  in  Latin  determined  me  in  Englifh  to 
the  llanza ;  and  herein  it  was  impolTible  not  to  have  a 
mind  to  follow  our  great  countryman  Spenfer ;  which 
I  have  done  (as  well  at  leaft  as  I  could)  in  the  manner 
of  my  expreflion,  and  the  turn  of  my  number  :  having 
only  added  one  verfe  to  his  ftanza,  which  I  thought 
made  the  number  more  harmonious  ;  and  avoided  fuch 
of  his  words  as  I  found  too  obfolete.  I  have  however 
retained  fome  few  of  them,  to  make  the  colouring  look 
more  like  Spenfer's.  Bchejl,  command  ;  hand,  army  ; 
proiuefs,  flrengt-i  ;  I  aueet,  I  know ;  I  ^'een,  I  think  ; 
ivhilom,  heretofore  ;  and  two  or  three  more  of  that 
kind,  which  I  hope  the  ladies  will  pardon  me,  and  not 
judge  my  Mufe  lefs  handfome,  though  for  once  fhe  ap- 
pears in  a  farthingale.  I  have  alfo,  in  Spenfer's  man- 
ner, ufed  Casfar  for  the  emperor,  Boya  for  Bavaria, 
Bavar  for  that  prince,  liler  for  Danube,  Ibena  for 
Spain,  (Sec 

That  noble  part  of  the  Ode  winch  I  jufc  nov/  men- 
tioned, 

*'  Gens,  quce  cremato  fortis  ab  Ilio 
**  Jaftata  Tufcis  aequoribus,  &c. 
where  Horace  praifes  the  Romans  as  being  defcended 
from  ^neas,  I  have  turned  to  the  honour  of  the  Bri- 
tifli  nation,  defcended  from  Brute,  likewlfe  a  Trojan. 
That  tills  Brute,  fourth  or  fifth  from  -£neas,  fettled  In 
F  3  Eagland, 
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England,  and  built  London,  which  is  called  Troja 
Nova,  or  Troynovante,  is  a  ftory  which  (I  think) 
owes  its  original,  if  not  to  GeofFiy  of  Monmouth,  at 
leaft  to  the  Monkifh  writers  ;  yet  is  not  rejefted  by  our 
great  Camden  ;  and  is  told  by  Milton,  as  if  (at  leafl) 
he  was  pleafed  with  it,  though  poffibly  he  does  not  be- 
lieve it :  however,  it  carries  a  poetical  authonty,  which 
is  fufficient  for  our  purpofe.  It  is  as  cert::.^'  that  Brute 
came  into  England,  as  that  -/Eneas  went  into  Italy  ; 
and,  upon  the  fuppofition  of  thefe  fa6l;s,  Virgil  wrote 
the  beft  poem  that  the  world  ever  read,  and  Spenfer 
paid  queen  Ehzabeth  the  greateil  compliment. 

I  need  not  obviate  one  piece  of  criticifm,  that  I  bring 
■my  hero 

*'  From  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthus  red  with  blood  ; 

whereas  he  was  not  born  when  that  city  was  deftroyed. 
Virgil,  in  the  cafe  of  his  own  JEneas  relating  to  Dido, 
will  Hand  as  a  fufficient  proof,  that  a  man  In  his  poeti- 
cal capacity  Is  not  accountable  for  a  little  fault  In  chro- 
nology. 

My  two  great  examples,  Horace  and  Spenfer,  in 
many  things  refemble  each  other  :  both  have  a  height 
of  imagination,  and  a  majelty  of  expreiTion  in  defcrib- 
ing  the  fublime  ;  and  both  know  to  temper  thofe  ta- 
lents, and  fweeten  the  defcription,  fo  as  to  make  it 
lovely  as  well  as  pompous :  both  have  equally  that 
agreeable  manner  of  mixing  morality  with  their  ftory, 
and  that  Curlofa  Fellcitas  in  the  choice  of  their  dic- 
tion, which  every  writer  aims  at,  and  fo  very  few  have 

reached ; 
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reached  :  both  are  particularly  fine  in  their  images,  and 
knowing  in  their  numbers.  Leaving  therefore  our  two 
mafters  to  the  confideration  and  ftudy  of  thofe  who  de- 
fign  to  excel  in  poetry,  I  only  beg  leave  to  add,  that  it 
is  long  fince  I  have  (or  at  leaft  ought  to  have)  quitted 
Parnaffus,  and  all  the  flowery  roads  on  that  fide  the 
country' ;  though  I  thought  myfelf  indlfpenfably  ob- 
liged, upon  the  prefent  occafion,  to  take  a  little  journey 
into  thofe  parts. 


ODE. 
I. 

'TXT' HEN  great  Auguftus  governed  ancient  Rome, 
And  fent  his  conquering  bands  to  foreign  wars  ; 
Abroad  when  dreaded,  and  belovM  at  home, 
He  faw  his  fame  increafing  with  his  years  ; 
Horace,  great  bard  !    (fo  Fate  ordain'd)  arofe, 
And,  bold  as  were  his  countrymen  in  fight, 
Snatch'd  their  fair  a6lions  from  degrading  profe. 
And  fet  their  battles  in  eternal  light : 
High  as  their  trumpets  tune  his  lyre  he  fl:rung, 
And  with  his  prince's  arms  he  moraliz'd  his  fong. 

II. 

Wlien  bright  Eliza  nil'd  Britannia's  flate, 
Widely  diftrlbuting  her  high  commands. 
And  boldly  wife,  and  fortunately  great, 
Freed  the  glad  nations  from  tyrannic  bands ; 

F  4  An 
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An  equal  genius  was  in  Spenfer  found  ; 
To  the  high  theme  he  match'd  his  noble  lays : 
He  travell'd  England  o'er  on  fairy  ground, 
In  myftic  notes  to  Ung  his  monarch's  praife  : 
Reciting  wondrous  truths  in  pleafing  dreams, 
He  deck'd  Eliza's  head  with  Gloriana's  beams. 

III. 

But,  greateft  Anna  !  while  thy  arms  purfue 
Paths  of  renown,  and  climb  afcents  of  fame, 
Which  nor  Auguftus,  nor  Eliza  knew  ; 
What  poet  fhall  be  found  to  fing  thy  name  ? 
What  numbers  fhall  record,  what  tongue  fhall  fay, 
riiy  wars  on  land,  thy  triumphs  on  the  main  ? 
O  fairefl  model  of  imperial  fway  ! 
What  equal  pen  fliall  write  thy  wondrous  reign  ? 
V/ho  fliall  attempts  and  feats  of  arms  rehearfe. 
Nor  yet  by  ilory  told,  nor  parallel'd  by  verfe  ? 

IV. 

Me  all  too  mean  for  fuch  a  taflc  I  weet : 
Yet,  if  the  Sovereign  Lady  deigns  to  fmile, 
I'll  follow  Horace  with  impetuous  heat. 
And  clothe  the  verfe  in  Spenfer's  native  flyle« 
JBy  thefe  examples  rightly  taught  to  fmg. 
And  frait  with  pleafure  of  my  country's  praife, 
Stretching  the  plumes  of  an  uncommon  wing. 
High  as  Olympus  I  my  flight  will  raife  ; 
And  lateft  times  fhall  in  my  numbers  read 
Anna's  immortal  fame,  and  Marlborough's  hardy  deed. 

2  V.  As 
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As  the  ftrong  eagle  in  the  filent  vvood> 
MIndlefs  of  warlike  rage  and  hollile  care, 
Plays  round  the  rocky  cliff  or  ciyftal  flood. 
Till  by  Jove's  high  behefts  callM  out  to  war, 
And  charg'd  with  thunder  of  his  angry  king, 
His  bofom  with  the  vengeful  melTage  glows  ; 
Upward  the  noble  bird  direfts  his  wing, 
And,  towering  round  his  mafter's  earth-born  foes, 
^wift  he  collefts  his  fatal  ftock  of  ire. 
Lifts  his  fierce  talon  high,  and  darts  the  forked  fire, 

VI. 

Sedate  and  calm  thus  victor  Marlborough  fate. 
Shaded  with  laurels,  in  his  native  land. 
Till  Anna  calls  him  from  his  foft  retreat, 
And  gives  her  fecond  thunder  to  his  hand. 
Then,  leaving  fweet  repofe  and  gentle  eafe. 
With  ardent  fpeed  he  feeks  the  diilant  foe  ; 
Marching  o'er  hills  and  vales,  o'er  rocks  and  feas. 
He  meditates,  and  ftrikes  the  wondrous  blow. 
Our  thought  flies  flower  than  our  General's  fame  : 
Grafps  he  the  bolt  ?  we  aflc — when  he  has  hurl'd  the 
flame. 

vir. 

When  fierce  Bavar  on  Judoign's  fpacious  plain 
Did  from  afar  the  Britifli  chief  behold, 
Betwixt  defpair,  and  rage,  and  hope,  and  pain, 
-Something  within  his  warring  bofom  roll'd : 

He 
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He  views  that  favourite  of  indulgent  Fame, 
"Whom  whilom  he  had  met  on  Ifter's  fhore ; 
Too  well,  alas !  the  man  he  knows  the  fame, 
Whofe  prowefs  there  repell'd  the  Boyan  power, 
And  fent  them  trembling  through  the  frighted  lands, 
Swift  as  the  whirlwind  drives  Arabia's  fcatter'd  fands. 

VIII. 

His  former  lofles  he  forgets  to  grieve  : 
Abfolves  his  fate,  if  with  a  kinder  ray 
It  now  would  fliine,  and  only  give  him  leave 
To  balance  the  account  of  Blenheim's  day. 
So  the  fell  Hon  in  the  lonely  glade. 
His  fide  ftill  fmarting  with  the  hunter's  fpear. 
Though  deeply  wounded,  no  way  yet  difmay'd, 
Roars  terrible,  and  meditates  new  war ; 
In  fullen  fury  traverfes  the  plain. 
To  find  the  venturous  foe,  and  battle  him  again. 

IX. 

Mifguided  prince,  no  longer  urge  thy  fate, 
Nor  tempt  the  hero  to  unequal  war  ; 
Fam'd  in  misfortune,  and  in  ruin  great, 
Confefs  the  force  of  Marlborough's  ftronger  ftar. 
Thofe  laurel  groves  (the  merits  of  thy  youth). 
Which  thou  from  Mahomet  didft  greatly  gain. 
While,  bold  aflertor  of  refifllefs  truth. 
Thy  fword  did  godlike  liberty  maintain, 
Mull  from  thy  brow  their  falling  honours  fhed, 
And  their  tranfplanted  wreaths  mull  deck  a  worthier 
head. 

X.  Yet 


i 
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X. 

Yet  ceafe  the  ways  of  Providence  to  blame. 
And  human  faults  with  human  grief  confefs  ; 
'Tis  thou  art  chang'd,  while  Heaven  is  flill  the  fame  ; 
From  thy  ill  councils  date  thy  ill  fuccefs. 
Impartial  Juilice  holds  her  equal  fcales, 
Till  ftronger  virtue  does  the  weight  incline  : 
If  over  thee  thy  glorious  foe  prevails, 
He  now  defends  the  caufe  that  once  was  thine. 
Righteous  the  war,  the  champion  fiiall  fubdue  ; 
For  Jove's  great  handmaid  Power  mufl  Jove's  decrees 
purfue. 

XI. 
Hark  !  the  dire  trumpets  found  their  fhrill  alarms  ! 
Auverquerque,  branch'd  from  the  renown'd  Naflaus, 
Hoary  in  war,  and  bent  beneath  his  arms. 
His  glorious  fword  with  dauntlefs  courage  draws. 
When  anxious  Britain  mourn'd  her  parting  lord, 
And  all  of  William  that  was  mortal  died  ; 
Tlie  faithful  hero  had  receiv'd  this  fword 
From  his  expiring  mailer's  much-lov'd  fide,/ 
Oft'  from  its  fatal  ire  has  Louis  flown. 
Where'er  great  William  led,  or  Maefe  and  Sambre  run. 

XII. 

But  brandifh'd  high,  in  an  ill-omen'd  hour 
To  thee,  proud  Gaul,  behold  thy  julleft  fear, 
The  mafler-fword,  difpofer  of  thy  power  : 
'Tis  that  which  Caefar  gave  the  Britilh  peer. 

He 
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He  took  the  gift :  Nor  ever  will  I  fheathe 
This  fteel  (fo  Anna's  high  behefls  ordain). 
The  General  faid,  imlefs  by  glorious  death 
Abfolv'd,  till  conqueil  has  confiirm'd  your  reign. 
Returns  like  thefe  our  millrefs  bids  us  make, 
When  from  a  foreign  prince  a  gift  her  Britons  take. 

XIII. 
And  now  fierce  Gallia  rudies  on  her  foes. 
Her  force  augmented  by  the  Boyan  bands  ; 
•So  Volga's  ftream,  increas'd  by  mountain  fnows. 
Rolls  with  new  fury  down  through  Ruffia's  lands. 
Like  two  great  rocks  againfl  the  raging  tide 
(If  Virtue's  force  with  Nature's  we  compare), 
Unmov'd  the  two  united  chiefs  abide, 
Sullain  the  impulfe,  and  receive  the  war. 
Round  their  firm  fides  in  vain  the  tempefh  beats ; 
And  ilill  the  foaming  wave  with  lefTen^dpov/er  retreats. 

XIV. 

The  rage  difpers'd,  the  glorious  pair  advance. 
With  mingled  anger  and  collected  might, 
To  turn  the  war,  and  tell  aggrefling  France, 
How  Britain's  fons  and  Britain's  friends  can  fight. 
On  conqueil  fix'd,  and  covetous  of  fame, 
Behold  them  rufliing  through  the  Galhc  holl : 
Through  {landing  corn  fo  runs  the  fudden  flame, 
Or  eaftern  winds  along  Sicilia's  coall. 
They  deal  their  terrors  to  the  adverfe  nation  : 
Pale  death  attends  their  arms,  and  ghaftly  defolation. 

XV.  But 
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XV. 

But  while  with  fierccfl  ire  Bellona  glows, 
And  Europe  rather  hopes  than  fears  her  fate  ; 
While  Britain  prefles  her  afflided  foes  ; 
What  horror  damps  the  ftrong,  and  quells  the  great  ! 
Whence  look  the  foldiers'  cheeks  difmay'd  and  pale  I 
Erft  ever  dreadful,  know  they  now  to  dread  ?  / 

The  hoflile  troops,  I  ween,  almoft  prevail ; 
And  the  purfuers  only  not  recede. 
Alas  !  their  lefTen'd  rage  proclaims  their  grief ! 
For,  anxious,  lo !  they  crowd  around  their  falling  chief. 
XVI. 

I  thank  thee.  Fate,  exclaims  the  fierce  Bavar  ; 
Let  Boya's  trumpet  grateful  lo's  found  : 
I  faw  him  fall,  their  thunderbolt  of  war  : — 
Ever  to  vengeance  facred  be  the  ground. — 
Vain  wifli  !   fhort  joy  !  the  hero  mounts  again 
In  greater  glory,  and  with  fuller  light : 
The  evening  ftar  fo  falls  into  the  main, 
To  rife  at  morn  more  prevalently  bright. 
He  rifes  fafe,  but  near,  too  near  his  fide, 
A  good  man's  grievous  lofs,  a  faithful  fervant  died, 
XVII. 

Propitious  Mars  !   the  battle  is  regain'd  : 
The  foe  with  leffen'd  wrath  difputes  the  field : 
The  Bnton  fights,  by  favouring  gods  fuftain'd  : 
Freedom  mufl  live  ;  and  lawlefs  power  muft  yield. 
Vain  now  the  tales  which  fabling  poets  tell. 
That  wavering  Conqucft  ftill  defires  to  rove  ! 
In  Marlborough's  camp  the  goddefs  knows  to  dwell : 
Lonpr  as  the  hero's  life  remains  her  love. 

Again 
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Again  France  flies,  again  the  duke  purfues, 
And  on  Ramilia's  plains  he  Blenheim's  fame  renews. 
XVIII. 

Great  thanks,  O  captain  great  in  arms  !  receive 
From  thy  triumphant  country's  public  voice  : 
Thy  country  greater  thanks  can  only  give 
To  Anne,  to  her  who  made  thofe  arms  her  choice. 
Recording  Schellenberg's  and  Blenheim's  toils. 
We  dreaded  left  thou  fliould'ft  thofe  toils  repeat : 
We  view'd  the  palace  charg'd  with  Gallic  fpoils. 
And  in  thofe  fpoils  we  thought  thy  praife  complete. 
For  never  Greek  we  deem'd,  nor  Roman  knight, 
In  charaders  like  thefe  did  e'er  his  ads  indite. 
XIX. 

Yet,  m.indlefs  ftill  of  eafe,  thy  virtue  flies 
A  pitch  to  old  and  modern  times  unknown : 
Thofe  goodly  deeds  which  we  fo  highly  prize 
Imperfeft  feem,  great  chief,  to  thee  alone. 
Thofe  heights,  where  William's  virtue  might  have  fl:aid, 
And  on  the  fubjeft  world  look'd  fafely  down, 
By  Marlborough  pafs'd,  the  props  and  fteps  were  made 
Sublimer  yet  to  raife  his  queen's  renown  : 
Still  gaining  more,  ftill  flighting  what  he  gain'd, 
Nought  done  the  hero  deem'd  while  aught  undone  re- 
main'd. 

XX. 

Wlien  fwift-wing'd  Rumour  told  the  mighty  Gaul, 
How  leflen'd  from  the  field  Bavar  was  fled  ; 
He  wept  the  fvviftnefs  of  the  champion's  fall  ; 
And  tlius  the  royal  treaty-breaker  faid  : 

And 
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And  lives  he  yet,  the  great,  the  loft  Bavar, 
Ruin  to  Gallia  in  the  name  of  friend  ? 
Tell  me,  how  far  has  Fortune  been  fevere  ? 
Has  the  foe's  glor)-,  or  our  grief,  an  end  ? 
Remains  there,  of  the  fifty  thoufand  loft, 
To  fave  our  threaten'd  realm,  or  guard  our  fhatter'd 
coaft? 

XXL 
To  the  clofe  rock  the  frighted  raven  flies, 
Soon  as  the  rifing  eagle  cuts  the  air  : 
The  ftiaggy  wolf  unfeen  and  trembling  lies, 
Wlicn  the  hoarfe  roar  proclaims  the  lion  near. 
Ill-ftarr'd  did  we  our  forts  and  lines  forfake, 
To  dare  our  Britifti  foes  to  open  fight : 
Our  conqueft  we  by  ftratagem  fhould  make  : 
Our  triumph  had  been  founded  in  our  flight. 
'Tis  ours  by  craft  and  by  furprife  to  gain  : 
'Tis  theirs,  to  meet  in  arms,  and  battle  in  the  plain, 

XXII. 
The  an^cient  father  of  this  hoftile  brood, 
Their  "boafted  Brute,  undaunted  fnatch'd  his  gods 
From  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthus  red  with  blood. 
And  fix'd  on  filver  Thames  his  dire  abodes  : 
And  this  be  Troynovante,  he  faid,  the  feat 
By  Heaven  ordain'd,  my  fons,  your  lafting  place  : 
Superior  here  to  all  the  bolts  of  fate 
Live,  mindful  of  the  author  of  your  race, 
Whom  neither  Greece,  nor  war,  nor  want,  nor  flame. 
Nor  great  Pelides'  arm,  nor  Juno's  rage,  could  tame. 

XXIII.  Their 
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XXIII. 

Their  Tudors  hence,  and  Stuarts  offspring  flow  : 
Hence  Edward,  dreadful  with  his  fable  fliield, 
Talbot  to  Gallia's  power  eternal  foe, 
And  Seymour,  fam'd  In  council  or  in  lield  : 
Hence  Nevil,  great  to  fettle  or  dethrone, 
And  Drake,  and  Ca'ndifh,  terrors  of  the  fea  : 
Hence  Butler's  fons,  o'er  land  and  ocean  known, 
Herbert's  and  Churchill's  warring  progeny  : 
Hence  the  long  roll  which  Gallia  fhould  conceal : 
For,  oh  !  who,  vanqulih'd,  loves  the  vigor's  fame  to 
tell  > 

XXIV. 
Envy'd  Britannia,  fturdy  as  the  oak,. 
Which  on  her  mountain  top  fhe  proudly  bears. 
Eludes  the  ax,  and  fprouts  againfi;  the  llroke  ; 
Strong  from  her  wounds,  and  greater  by  her  wars. 
And  as  thofe  teeth,  which  Cadmus  fow'd  In  earth, 
Produc'd  new  youth,  and  furnlfli'd  frefli  fupplies  : 
So  with  young  vigour,  and  fuceeeding  birth, 
Her  loffes  more  than  recompens'd  arlfe  ; 
And  every  age  fhe  with  a  race  is  crow^n'd. 
For  letters  more  polite,  in  battles  more  rcnown'd. 

XXV. 
Obllinate  power,  whom  nothing  can  repel ; 
Not  the  fierce  Saxon,  nor  the  cruel  Dane, 
Nor  deep  ImprefTion  of  the  Norman  fteel. 
Nor  Europe's  force  amafs'd  by  envious  Spain. 

Nor 
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Nor  France  on  univerfal  fvvay  intent. 

Oft'  breaking  leagues,  and  oft*  renewing  wars ; 

Nor  (frequent  bane  of  weaken 'd  government) 

Their  own  inteftine  feuds  and  mutual  jars  : 

Thofe  feuds  and  jars,  in  which  I  trufted  more, 

Than  in  my  troops,  and  fleets,  and  all  the  Gallic  power. 

XXVI. 

To  fruitful  Rheims,  or  fair  Lutetia's  gate, 
What  tidings  (hall  the  mefTenger  convey  ? 
Shall  the  loud  herald  our  fuccefs  relate. 
Or  mitred  prieft  appoint  the  folemn  day  ? 
Alas  !   my  praifes  they  no  more  mufl  fing  ; 
They  to  my  flatue  now  mud  bow  no  more  : 
Broken,  repuls'd  is  their  immortal  king  : 
Fall'n,  fall'n  for  ever,  is  the  Gallic  power. — 
The  Woman  Chief  is  mafter  of  the  war  : 
Earth  fhe  has  freed  by  arms,  and  vanqui(l\'d  Heaven 
by  prayer. 

XXVII. 

While  thus  the  ruin'd  foe's  defpair  commends 
Thy  council  and  thy  deed,  victorious  Queen, 
What  fhall  thy  fubjefts  fay,  and  what  thy  friends  ? 
I^ow  (hall  thy  triumphs  in  our  joy  be  feen  ? 
Oh  !  deign  to  let  the  eldeft  of  the  Nine 
Recite  Britannia  great,  and  Gallia  free  : 
Oh  !  with  her  fifler  Sculpture  let  her  join 
To  raife,  great  Anne,  the  monument  to  thee ; 
To  thee,  of  all  our  good  the  facred  fpring  ; 
To  thee,  our  deareit  dread ;  to  thee,  our  fofter  King. 
Vol.  XXXIII.  G  XXVIII.  Let 
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XXVIII. 

Let  Europe  favM  the  column  high  ere6i. 
Than  Trajan's  higher,  or  than  Antonine's  ; 
Where  fembhng  art  may  carve  the  fair  effefh 
And  full  atchievement  of  thy  great  defigns. 
Ill  a  calm  heaven,  and  a  ferener  air, 
SubHme  the  Qu_een  fhall  on  the  fummit  Hand, 
From  danger  far,  as  far  remov'd  from  fear. 
And  pointing  down  to  earth  her  dread  command. 
Ail  winds,  all  ftorms,  that  threaten  human  woe, 
Shall  fmk  beneath  her  feet,  and  fpread  their  rage  below. 
XXIX. 

Their  fleets  fhall  ilrive,  by  winds  and  waters  toil, 
Till  the  young  Auftrian  on  Iberia's  ftrand, 
Great  as  ^neas  on  the  Latian  coail, 
Shall  fix  his  foot :  and  this,  be  this  the  land, 
Great  Jove,  v/here  1  for  ever  will  remain, 
(The  empire's  other  hope  fnall  fay)  and  here 
Vanquifh'd,  intomb'd  I'll  lie  ;  or,  crown'd,  I'll  reign— 
O  virtue  to  thy  Britifh  mother  dear  ! 
Like  the  fam'd  Trojan  fufFer  and  abide  ; 
For  Anne  is  thine,  I  ween,  as  Venus  was  his  guide. 
XXX. 

There,  in  eternal  charafters  engrav'd, 
Vigo,  and  Gibraltar,  and  Barcelone, 
Their  force  deftroy'd,  their  privileges  fav'd, 
Shall  Anna's  terrors  and  her  mercies  own  : 
Spain,  from  th'  ufurper  Bourbon's  arms  retriev'd, 
Shall  with  new  life  and  grateful  joy  appear, 
Numbering  the  wonders  which  that  youth  atchiev'd, 
Whom  Anna  clad  in  arms,  and  fent  to  war  j 

Whom 
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Whom  Anna  font  to  claim  Iberia's  throne  ; 

And  made  him  more  than  kincr,  in  caUing  him  her  fon. 

XXXI. 

There  Ifter,  pleas'd  by  Blenheim's  glorious  field, 
RoUing  (hall  bid  his  eailern  waves  declare 
Germania  fav'd  by  Britain's  ample  fhield, 
And  bleeding  Gaul  afflicled  by  her  fpear ; 
Shall  bid  them  mention  Marlborough  on  that  fhore. 
Leading  his  iflanders,  renovvn'd  in  arms, 
Through  climes,  where  never  Britifh  chief  before 
Or  pitch'd  his  camp,  or  founded  his  alarms  ; 
Shall  bid  them  blefs  the  Queen,  who  made  his  ftreams 
Glorious  as  thofo  of  Boyne,  and  fafe  as  thofe  of  Thames. 

XXXII. 
Brabantia,  clad  with  fields,  and  crownM  with  towers, 
With  decent  joy  fliall  hei  deliverer  meet ; 
Shall  own  thy  arms,  great  Queen,  and  blefs  thy  powers, 
Laying  the  keys  beneath  thy  fubjecl's  feet. 
Flandria,  by  plenty  made  the  home  of  war, 
Shall  weep  her  crime,  and  bow  to  Charles  reilor'd ; 
With  double  vows  fnull  blefs  thy  happy  care, 
In  having  drawn,  and  having  fiieath'd  the  fword ; 
From  thefe  their  filler  provinces  fhall  know. 
How  Anne  fupports  a  friend,  and  hov.'  forgives  a  foe. 

XXXIIL 
Bright  fwords,  and  crefted  helms,  and  pointed  fpears, 
In  artful  piles  around  the  work  fhall  lie  ; 
And  fhields  indented  deep  in  ancient  wars, 
Blazon'd  with  figns  of  Gallic  heraldr)' ; 

G  2  And 
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And  ftandards  with  diflinguifh'd  honours  bright, 
Marks  of  high  power  and  national  command, 
Yv^'bich  Valols'  fons,  and  Bourbon's  bore  in  fight, 
Or  gave  to  Foix',  or  Montmorancy's  hand  : 
Great  fpoils,  which  Gallia  mufl  to  Britain  yield, 
From  CrefTy's  battle  fav'd  to  grace  Ramilia's  field. 
XXXIV. 

And,  as  fine  art  the  fpaces  may  difpofe, 
The  knowing  thought  and  curious  eye  fhall  fee 
Thy  emblem,  gracious  Qu^een,  the  Britifli  rofe, 
T}'pe  of  fwect  rule  and  gentle  m?ijefty  : 
The  northern  thillle,  whom  no  holtile  hand 
Unhurt  too  rudely  may  provoke,  I  ween  ; 
Hibernia's  harp,  device  of  her  comm.and, 
And  parent  of  her  mirth,  fliall  there  be  feen  : 
Thy  vanquifh'd  lilies,  France,  decay'd  and  torn, 
Shall  with  diforder'd  pomp  the  lafting  work  adorn. 
XXXV. 

Beneath,  great  Queen,  oh  !  very  far  beneath, 
Near  to  the  ground,  and  on  the  humble  bafe. 
To  fave  herfelf  from  darknefs  and  from  death. 
That  Mufe  defires  the  laft,  the  loweil  place  ; 
Who,  though  unmeet,  yet  touch'd  the  trembHng  firing, 
For  the  fair  fame  of  Anne  and  Albion^s  land, 
\Vlio  durft  of  war  and  martial  fury  ling  ; 
And  when  thy  will,  and  when  thy  fubje6l's  hand. 
Had  quell'd  thofe  wars,  and  bid  that  fury  ceafe, 
Hangs  up  her  grateful  harp  to  conquefl,  and  to  peace. 

HER 
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HER      RIGHT      N    A    IM    E. 

A   S  Nancy  at  her  toilet  fat, 
-^  ^  Admiring  this,  and  blaming  that, 
Tell  me,  (he  faid  ;  but  tell  me  true  ; 
The  Nymph  who  could  your  heart  fubdue. 
What  fort  of  charms  docs  flie  pofTefs  ? 
Abfolve  me,  fair-one  ;   I'll  confefs 
With  pleafure,  I  reply'd.     Her  hair, 
In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fiiir, 
Does  down  her  ivory  bofom  roll, 
And,  hiding  half,  adorns  the  whole. 
In  her  high  forehead's  fair  half  round 
Love  fits  in  open  triumph  crown'd  ; 
He  in  the  dimple  of  her  cliin, 
In  private  ftate,  by  friends  is  feen. 
Her  eyes  are  neither  black  nor  gray  ; 
Nor  fierce  nor  feeble  is  their  ray  ; 
Their  dubious  luftre  feerns  to  fiiov/ 
Something  that  fpeaks  nor  Yes,  nor  No. 
Her  lips  no  living  bard,  I  weet, 
May  fay,  how  rsd,  how  round,  how  fv/cct  ; 
Old  Homer  only  could  indite 
Their  vagrant  grace  and  foft  delight  : 
They  ftand  recorded  in  his  book. 
When  Helen  fmil'd,  and  Hebe  fpoke— 
The  gipfey,  turning  to  her  glafs, 
Too  plainly  (liew'd  llie  knew  the  face  ; 
And  which  am  I  moft  like,  fhe  faid, 
Your  Cloe,  or  your  Nut-brown  Maid  ? 

G  3  CANTATA. 
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CANTATA. 

SET    BY    MONSIEUR    GALLIARD. 
REGIT. 

T>E NEATH  a  verdant  laurel's  ample  fhade, 
■'^  His  lyre  to  mournful  numbers  ftrung, 
Horace,  Immortal  bard,  fupinely  laid. 
To  Venus  thus  addrefs'd  the  fong  : 

Ten  thoufand  little  Loves  around, 

Liftening,  dwelt  on  eveiy  found. 

A  R  I  E  T, 

Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarms. 
Youth  on  filent  wings  is  flown  : 

Graver  years  come  rolling  on. 
Spare  my  age,  unfit  for  arms ; 

Safe  and  hum.ble  let  me  reft, 

From  all  amorous  care  released. 
Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarms. 

R  E  C  I  T. 

Yet,  Venus,  why  do  I  each  morn  prepare 
The  fragrant  wreath  for  Cloe's  hair  ? 
Why  do  I  all  day  lament  and  figh, 
Unlefs  the  beauteous  maid  be  nigh  ? 
And  why  all  night  purfue  her  in  my  dreams. 
Through  flowery  meads  and  cryftal  ftreams  ? 

R  E  C  I  T, 
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REGIT. 

Thus  fung  the  Bard  ;  and  thus  the  Goddefs  fpoke  : 
Submiffive  bow  to  Love's  imperious  yoke  : 

Every  ftate,  and  every  agej 
Shall  own  my  rule,  and  fear  my  rage  : 
Compell'd  by  me,  thy  Mufe  fhall  prove, 
That  all  the  world  was  born  to  love. 

A  R  I  E  T. 

Bid  thy  deftln'd  lyre  difcover 

Soft  defire  and  gentle  pain  ; 
Often  praife,  and  always  love  her : 

Through  her  ear,  her  heart  obtain. 
Verfe  fhall  pleafe,  and  fighs  fhall  move  her  ; 

Cupid  does  with  Phoebus  reign. 

LINES    WRITTEN     IN    AN     OVID: 

A    TRANSLATION     FROM    THE     FRENCH. 

/^VID  is  the  fureft  guide 
^"^  You  can  name,  to  fhew  the  way 
To  any  woman,  maid,  or  bride, 
Who  refolves  to  go  aftray. 


TRUE  MAID. 

NO,  no  ;  for  my  virginity, 
When  I  lofe  that,  fays  Rofe,  Pll  die  ;   . 
Behind  the  elms,  lafl  night,  cry'd  Dick, 
Rofe,  were  you  not  extremely  fick  ? 

G4  ANO- 


ANOTHER. 

'T^EN  months  after  Florimel  happen'd  to  wed, 

And  was  brought  in  a  laudable  manner  to  bed, 
She  warbled  her  groans  with  fo  charming  a  voice, 
That  one  half  of  the  parilh  was  ftunn'd  with  the  noife. 
But,  when  Florimel  deign'd  to  lie  privately  in, 
Ten  months  before  fhe  and  her  fpoufe  were  a-kin  ; 
She  chofe  with  fuch  prudence  her  pangs  to  conceal. 
That  her  nurfe,  nay  her  midwife,  fcarce  heard  her  once 

fqueal. 
Learn,  hufoands,  from  hence,  for  the  peace  of  your 

lives. 
That  maids  make  not  half  fuch  a  tumult  as  wives. 


REASONABLE     AFFLICTION. 

/^N  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies  ; 
^^      His  fpoufe  is  in  defpair  : 
With  frequent  fobs,  and  mutual  cries. 
They  both  exprefs  their  care. 


A  different  caufe,  fays  parfon  Sly, 
The  fame  effed  may  give  : 

Poor  Lubin  fears  that  he  fhall  die  3 
His  wife,  that  he  may  live. 


A  N  O- 
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ANOTHER  REASONABLE  AFFLICTION, 

T7R0M  her  own  native  France  as  old  Alifon  paft, 
-*•      She  reproach'd  Engllfli  Nell  with  negleft  or  with 

malice, 
That  the  flattern  had  left,  in  the  hurr)-  and  hade. 
Her  lady's  complexion  and  eye-brows  at  Calais. 


ANOTHER. 

T  TE  R  eye-brow-box  one  morning  lofl, 

^^   (The  beft  of  folks  are  ofteneftcroil) 

Sad  Helen  thus  to  Jenny  faid 

(Her  carelefs  but  aiflifted  maid). 

Put  me  to  bed  then,  wretched  Jane  ; 

Alas  !   when  fhall  I  rife  again  ? 

I  can  behold  no  mortal  now  ; 

For  what's  an  eve  witliout  a  brow  ? 


ON     THE     SAME     SUBJECT. 

TN  a  da^k  corner  of  the  houfe 

•^   Poor  Helen  fits,  and  fobs,  and  cries  ; 

She  will  not  fee  her  loving  fpoufe. 

Nor  her  more  dear  picquet  allies  : 

Unlefs  fhe  find  her  eye-brows, 

She'U  e'en  weep  out  her  eyes. 

O  N 
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ON         THE        SAME, 

TTE  L  E  N  was  jiift  flipt  into  bed  : 
■^  "*■   Her  eye-brows  on  the  toilet  lay  ; 

Away  the  kitten  with  them  fled. 
As  fees  belonging  to  her  prey. 

For  this  misfortune  carelefs  Jane, 
AfTure  yourfelf,  was  loudly  rated  : 

And  madam,  getting  up  again, 
With  her  own  hand  the  moufe-trap  baited. 

On  little  things,  as  fages  write. 
Depends  our  human  joy  or  forrow  : 

If  we  don't  catch  a  moufe  to-night, 
Alas  !  no  eye-brows  for  to-morrow. 


PHYLLIS'S        AGE. 

T  TO  W  old  may  Phyllis  be,  you  afl^, 
*■-  ■*-     Whofe  beauty  thus  all  hearts  engages  ? 
To  anfwer  is  no  eafy  tafl-c : 
For  fhe  has  really  two  ages. 

Stiff  in  brocade,  and  pinch'd  in  {lays. 
Her  patches,  paint,  and  jewels  on  j 

All  day  let  Envy  view  her  face. 
And  Phyllis  is  but  twenty-one. 


Paiirt, 
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Paint,  patches,  jewels  laid  afide. 

At  night  Ailronomers  agree, 
The  evening  has  the  day  bely'd ; 

And  PhyUis  is  fome  forty-three. 

FORMA     BONUM     FRAGILE. 

"\X7  HAT  a  frail  thing  is  beauty!    fays  Baron  le 

^^        Cras, 
Perceiving  his  miftrefs  had  one  eye  of  glafs  : 

And  fcarcely  had  he  fpoke  it, 
When  (he  more  confus'd,  as  more  angiy  fhe  grew, 
By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxim  too  true  : 

She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it. 

A    N 

EPIGRAM. 

WRITTEN      TO     THE     DUKE    DE     NGAILLES. 

"^  T'AIN  the  concern  which  you  exprefs, 
^        That  uncall'd  Alard  will  pofTefs 

Your  houfe  and  coach,  both  day  and  night, 
And  that  Macbeth  was  haunted  lefs 
By  Banquo's  reillefs  fp right. 

With  fifteen  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 
Do  you  complain,  you  cannot  bear 

An  ill,  you  may  fo  foon  retrieve  ? 
Good  Alard,  faith,  is  modefter 

By  much  than  you  believe. 

Lend 
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Lend  him  but  fifty  Louis-d'or  ; 
And  you  fiiall  never  fee  him  more  : 

Take  the  advice  ;  prohatum  ejl. 
Why  do  the  Gods  indulge  our  Itore, 

But  to  fecure  our  reft  ? 


EPILOGUE- 

TO  smith's  phjEdra  and  hippolytus, 

SPOKSN     BY     MRS.     OLDFIELD,     WHO     ACTED     ISMENA. 

T    ADIES,  to-night  your  pity  I  implore 
"■^— ^    For  one,  who  never  troubled  you  before  : 
An  Oxford-man,  extremely  read  in  Greek, 
Who  from  Euripides  makes  Phsedra  fpeak  ; 
And  comes  to  town  to  let  us  Moderns  know. 
How  women  lov'd  two  thoufand  years  ago. 

If  that  be  all,  faid  I,  e'en  burn  your  play  : 
Egad !  we  know  all  that  as  well  as  they : 
Shew  us  the  youthful,  handfome  charioteer, 
Firm  in  his  feat,  and  running  his  career  ; 
Our  fouls  would  kindle  with  as  generous  flames. 
As  e'er  infpir'd  the  ancient  Grecian  dames : 
Evei-y  Ifmena  would  refign  her  breaft  ; 
And  eveiy  dear  Hippolytus  be  bleft. 

But,  as  it  is,  fix  flouncing  Flanders  mares 
Are  e'en  as  good  as  any  two  of  theirs  : 
And,  if  Hippolytus  can  but  contrive 
To  buy  the  gilded  chariot,  John  can  drive. 

No^ 


I 
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Now  of  the  buftle  you  have  fecn  to-day, 
And  Phaedra's  morals  in  this  fcholar's  play, 
Something  at  leaft  in  jufliice  fhould  be  faid  ; 
But  this  HIppolytus  fo  fills  one's  head — 
Well  1  Phaedra  HvM  as  chaftely  as  fhe  cou'd  ; 
For  file  was  Father  Jove's  own  flefh  and  blood. 
Her  aukwark  love  indeed  was  oddly  fated  ; 
She  and  her  Poly  were  too  near  related  ; 
And  yet  that  fcruple  had  been  laid  afide. 
If  honell  Thcfeus  had  but  fairly  died  : 
But  when  he  came,  what  needed  he  to  know. 
But  that  all  matters  flood  injlatu  quo  ? 
There  was  no  harm,  you  fee ;  or,  grant  there  were. 
She  might  want  conduft  ;  but  he  wanted  care. 
'Twas  in  a  hufband  little  lefs  than  rude, 
Upon  his  wife's  retirement  to  intrude — 
He  fhould  have  fent  a  night  or  two  before. 
That  he  would  come  exa6l  at  fuch  an  hour ; 
Then  he  had  turn'd  all  tragedy  to  jell ; 
Found  every  thing  contribute  to  his  reft ; 
The  picquet  friend  difmifs'd,  the  coaft  all  clear. 
And  fpoufe  alone  impatient  for  her  dear. 

But,  if  thefe  gay  reflexions  come  too  late. 
To  keep  the  guilty  Phoedra  from  her  fate  ; 
If  your  more  ferious  judgment  muft  condemn 
The  dire  effedls  of  her  unhappy  flame  : 
Yet,  ye  chafte  matrons,  and  ye  tender  fair. 
Let  Love  and  Innocence  engage  your  care  : 
My  fpotlefs  flames  to  your  proteftion  take  ; 
And  fpare  poor  Phaedra  for  Ifmena's  fake. 

A    C  R  I- 
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CRITICAL    MOMENT. 

HOW  capricious  were  Nature  and  Art  to  poor 
Nell! 
She  was  painting  her  cheeks  at  the  time  her  nofe  felU 

EPILOGUE 


'TpHE  Female  Author  who  recites  to-day, 
Trufts  to  her  fex  the  merit  of  her  play. 
Like  Father  Bayes  fecurely  llie  fits  down  ; 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  'gad  !  all's  our  own. 
In  ancient  Greece,  (he  fays,  when  Sappho  writ, 
By  their  applaufe  the  critics  ihew'd  their  wit, 
They  tun'd  their  voices  to  her  Lyric  ftring  ; 
Though  they  could  all  do  fomething  more  than  fmg 
But  one  exception  to  this  faft  we  find ; 
That  booby  Phaon  only  was  unkind, 
An  ill-bred  boat-man,  rough  as  waves  and  wind. 
From  Sappho  down  through  all  fucceeding  ages, 
And  now  on  French  or  on  Italian  ilages, 
Rough  fatyrs,  fly  remarks,  ill-natur'd  fpeeches. 
Are  always  aim'd  at  Poets  that  wear  breeches. 
Arm'd  with  Longinus,  or  with  Rapin,  no  man 
Drew  a  fharp  pen  upon  a  naked  wom^n. 

2  The 
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The  bluflering  bully  in  our  neighbouring  ftreets 
Scorns  to  attack  the  female  that  he  meets : 
Fearlcfs  the  petticoat  contemns  his  frowns  : 
The  hoop  fecures  whatever  it  furrounds. 
The  many-colour'd  gentry  there  above, 
By  turns  are  rul'd  by  tumult  and  by  love  : 
And,  while  their  fwecthearts  their  attention  fix, 
Sufpend  the  din  of  their  damn'd  clattering  Hicks. 

Now,  Sirs 

To  you  our  author  makes  her  foft  requeft. 

Who  fpeak  the  kindefl,  and  who  write  the  beil. 

Your  fympathetic  hearts  fhe  hopes  to  move, 

From  tender  friendfliip,  and  endearing  love. 

If  Petrarch's  Mufe  did  Laura's  wit  rehearfe  ; 

And  Cowley  flatter'd  dear  Orinda's  verfe  ; 

She  hopes  from  you — Pox  take  her  hopes  and  fears  ; 

I  plead  her  fex's  claim  ;  what  matters  hers  ? 

By  our  full  power  of  beauty  we  think  fit 

To  damn  the  Salique  law  impos'd  on  wit  : 

We'll  try  the  empire  who  fo  long  have  boafted  ; 

And,  if  we  are  not  prais'd,  we'll  not  be  toafled. 

Approve  what  one  of  us  prefents  to-night, 

Or  every  mortal  vi^oman  here  fhall  write  : 

Rural,  patlietic,  narrative,  fublime, 

We'll  write  to  you,  and  make  you  write  in  rhyme 

Female  remarks  fliall  take  up  all  your  time. 

Your  time,  poor  fouls  !   we'll  take  your  very  money  ; 

Female  third-days  fliall  come  fo  thick  upon  ye. 

As  long  as  we  have  eyes,  or  hands,  or  breath. 

We'll  look,  or  write,  or  tiilk  you  all  to  death. 

Unleft 
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Unlefs  you  yield  for  better  and  for  worfe  : 
Then  the  She-Pegafus  fliall  gain  the  courfe  ; 
And  the  grey  mare  will  prove  the  better  horfe. 


} 


THE 

THIEF   AND    THE    CORDELIER, 

A  BALLAD; 

TO        THE        TUNE        OF 
KING  JOHN   AND  THE   ABBOT  OF  CANTERBURY. 

^^7  HO  has  e'er  been  at  Paris,  mufl.  needs  kno\T 

^  ^       the  Greve, 
The  fatal  retreat  of  tli'  unfortunate  brave  ; 
Where  Honour  and  Jullice  moil  oddly  contribute 
To  eafe  heroes'  pains  by  a  halter  and  gibbet. 
Deny  down,  down,  hey  deny  down. 

There  Death  breaks  the  (hackles  which  Force  had 
put  on, 
And  the   Hangman  completes  what  the   Judge  but 

begun ; 
There  the  Squire  of  the  Pad,  and  the  Kniglit  of  the 

Poft, 
Find  their  pains  no  more  balk'd,  and   their  hopes  no 
m;ire  croft. 
Der.y  down,  &c. 

Great 
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Great  claims  are  there  made,  and  great  fecrets  are 
known  ; 
And  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  the  thief,  has  his  own : 
But  my  hearers  cry  out,  What  a  duce  doft  thou  ail  ? 
Cut  oiFthy  reflexions,  and  give  us  thy  talc. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

'Twas  there  then,  in  civil  refpe6l  to  harfh  laws, 
And  for  want  of  falfe  witnefs  to  back  a  bad  caufe, 
A  Norman,  though  late,  was  obliged  to  appear : 
And  who  to  afliil,  but  a  grave  Cordelier  ? 
Derry  down,  Sec, 

The  Squire,  whofe  good  grace  was  to  open  tlie  fccne, 
Seem'd  not  in  great  hafte  that  the  fhow  fhould  begin  : 
Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  travers'd  the  cart ; 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

What  frightens  you  thus,  my  good  fon  ?  fays  the 
Prieft  : 
You  murder'd,  are  forry,  and  have  been  confefl. 
O  father !   my  forrow  will  fcarce  fave  my  bacon  ; 
For  'twas  not  tliat  I  murder'd,  but  that  1  was  taken. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Pough  1  pr'ythee  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with  fuch 
fancies : 
Rely  on  the  aid  you  fliall  have  from  Saint  Francis  : 
If  the  money  you  promis'd  be  brought  to  the  chell, 
You  have  only  to  die  :  let  the  church  do  the  reft. 
Derry  down,  Sec, 
Vol.  XXXIII.  H  And 
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And  what  will  folks  fay,  if  they  fee  you  afraid  ? 
It  reflefts  upon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade  : 
Courage,  friend  ;  for  to-day  is  your  period  of  forrow  ; 
And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-morrow. 
Derry  down.  Sec. 

To-morrow  !  our  Hero  replied  in  a  fright : 
He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,   ought  to  think  of  to- 
night. 
Tell  your  beads,  quoth  the  Prieft,  and  be  fairly  trufs'd 

up, 
For  you  furely  to-night  fliall  in  Paradife  fup. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Alas  !    quoth  the  Squire,  howe'er  fumptuous  the 
treat, 
Parbleu  !   I  fhall  have  little  (lomach  to  eat ; 
I  fhould  therefore  elleem  it  great  favour  and  grace, 
Would  you  be  fo  kind  as  to  go  in  my  place. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

That  I  would,  quoth  the  Father,  and  thank  you  to 
boot; 
But  our  aftions,  you  know,  with  our  duty  muft  fuit. 
The  feail  I  propos'd  to  you,  I  cannot  tafte  ; 
For  this  night,  by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  faft. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Then,  turning  about  to  the  hangman,  he  faid, 
Difpatch  me,  I  pr'ythee,  this  troublefome  blade  ; 
For  thy  cord  and  my  cord  both  equally  tie, 
And  we  live  by  the  gold  for  which  other  men  die. 
Dtrry  down,  &c. 

2  TO 
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TO  C      H      L      O      E. 


iry  HILST  I  am  fcorcli'd  witli  hot  defin 

In  vain  cold  fricndfhip  you  return  ; 
Your  drops  of  pity  on  my  fire, 
Alas  !  but  make  it  fiercer  burn. 

Ah  !  would  you  have  the  flame  fuppreft. 
That  kills  the  heart  it  heats  too  fall, 

Take  half  my  paflion  to  your  bread  : 
The  reft  in  mine  fliall  ever  lad. 


H. 


*'  Stet  quicunque  volet  potens 

**  A\x\x  culmine  lubrico,  &:c."  S  E  N  E  C, 

T  NTERR'D  beneath  this  marble  ftone 
-*■  Lie  fauntering  Jack  and  idle  Joan. 
While  rolling  threefcore  years  and  one 
Did  round  this  globe  their  courfes  run  ; 
If  human  things  went  ill  or  well, 
If  changing  empires  rofe  or  fell, 
The  morning  paft,  the  evening  came, 
And  found  this  couple  ftill  the  fame. 

H  2  Th( 
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They  walk'd,  and  eat,  good  folks  ;  what  then  ? 
"Why  then  they  walked  and  eat  again  : 
They  foundly  ilept  the  night  away  ; 
They  did  juil  nothing  all  the  day  : 
And,  having  bury'd  children  four, 
Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more. 
Nor  filler  either  had  nor  brother  ; 
They  feem'd  jull  tallyM  for  each  other. 

Their  moral  and  ccconomy 
Moft  perfeftly  they  made  agree  : 
Each  virtue  kept  its  proper  bound, 
Nor  trefpafs'd  on  the  other's  ground. 
Nor  fame  nor  cenfure  they  regarded  ; 
They  neither  punifh'd  nor  rewarded. 
He  car'd  not  what  the  footman  did ; 
Her  maids  fhe  neither  prais'd  nor  chid  : 
So  every  fervant  took  his  courfe  ; 
And,  bad  at  firft,  they  all  grew  worfe. 
Slothful  diforder  fill'd  his  liable. 
And  fluttifii  plenty  deck'd  her  table. 
Their  beer  was  ftrong  ;  their  wine  was  port  5 
Their  meal  v/as  large  ;  their  grace  was  fhort. 
They  gave  the  poor  the  remnant  meat, 
Juil  when  it  grew  not  lit  to  eat. 

They  paid  the  church  and  parifli  rate. 
And  took,  but  read  no£,  the  receipt ; 
For  which  they  claim  their  Sunday's  due. 
Of  {lumbering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No  man's  defe6ls  fought  they  to  know ; 
So  never  made  themfelves  a  foe. 


No 
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No  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend ; 
So  never  rals'd  thcmfelves  a  friend. 
Nor  cherifli'd  they  relations  poor  ; 
That  might  decreafe  their  prefent  ftore  : 
Nor  barn  nor  houfe  did  they  repair ; 
That  might  obh'ge  their  future  heir. 

They  neither  added  nor  confounded  ; 
They  neither  wanted  nor  abounded. 
Each  Chriftmas  they  accompts  did  clear, 
And  wound  their  bottom  round  the  year. 
Nor  tear  nor  fmile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  grief  or  joy. 
When  bells  were  rung,  and  bonfires  made, 
If  ailcM,  they  ne'er  denyM  their  aid  : 
Their  jug  was  to  the  ringers  carried. 
Whoever  either  died  or  married. 
Their  billet  at  the  fire  was  found. 
Whoever  was  depos'd  or  crown'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wife  ; 
They  would  not  learn,  nor  could  advife  ; 
Without  love,  hatred,  joy,  or  fear. 
They  led — a  kind  of — as  it  were  : 
Nor  wifh'd,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cried  ; 
And  fo  they  livM,  and  fo  they  died 


H  3  WRIT- 
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WRITTEN   IN   MONTAIGNE'S   ESSAYS, 

CIVEN      TO      THE      DUKE      OF      SHREWSBURY     IN 
FRANCE,    AFTER    THE    PEACE,    I  7  I  3. 


"p^ICTATE,  O  mighty  judge,  what  thou  haft  feen 
-*-^   Of  cities  and  of  courts,  of  books  and  men ; 
And  deign  to  let  thy  fervant  hold  the  pen. 

^  Through  ages  thus  I  may  prefume  to  live. 
And  from  the  tranfcript  of  thy  profe  receive 
What  my  own  fnort-liv'd  verfe  can  never  gi^e* 

Thus  fhall  fair  Britain  with  a  gracious  fmile 
Accept  the  work ;  and  the  inftru6ted  ifle, 
For  more  than  treaties  made,  fhall  blefs  my  toil. 

Nor  longer  hence  the  Gallic  ftyle  preferred, 
Wifdom  In  Engllfh  Idiom  fhall  be  heard, 
While  Talbot  tells  the  world,  where  Montaigne  err'd. 
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EPISTLE, 

DESIRING   THE  QJCJEEn's    PICTURE: 

WRITTEN   AT    PARIS,     17 14;   BUT    LEFT    UNFIN'ISHED,   BY 
THE    SUDDEN    NEWS   OF    HER    MAJESTY'S   DEATH. 

npHE  train  of  equipage  and  pomp  of  ilate, 
-*■     The  fhiiiing  fide -board,  and  the  burnifh'd  plate, 
Let  other  miniilers,  great  Anne,  require ; 
And  partial  fall  thy  gift  to  their  defire. 
To  the  fair  portrait  of  my  Sovereign  Dame, 
To  that  alone,  eternal  be  my  claim. 

My  bright  defender,  and  my  dread  delight. 
If  ever  I  found  favour  in  thy  fight ; 
If  all  the  pains  that  for  thy  Britain's  fake 
My  pail  has  took,  or  future  life  may  take, 
Be  grateful  to  my  Queen  ;  permit  my  prayer. 
And  with  this  gift  reward  my  total  care. 

Will  thy  indulgent  hand,  fair  Saint,  allow 
The  boon  ?  and  will  thy  ear  r.ccept  the  vow  ? 
That,  In  defpite  of  age,  of  impious  flame. 
And  eating  Time,  thy  pifture,  like  thy  fame, 
Entire  may  hiH: ;  that,  as  their  eyes  furvey 
The  femblant  fliade,  men  yet  unborn  may  fay, 

H  4  Thu 
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Thus  great,  thus  gracious,  look'd  Britannia's  Queen  ; 
Ker  brow  thus  fmooth,  her  look  was  thus  ferene  ; 
When  to  a  low,  but  to  a  loyal  hand 
The  mighty  Emprefs  gave  her  high  command, 
That  he  to  hoftile  camps  and  kings  fliould  hafte, 
To  fpeak  her  vengeance,  as  their  danger,  pail  j 
To  fay,  (he  wills  detefted  wars  to  ceafe  ; 
She  checks  her  conqueft,  for  her  fubje6ls  eafe, 
And  bids  the  world  attend  her  terms  of  peace. 
Thee,  gracious  Anne,  thee  prefent  I  adore. 
Thee,  Queen  of  Peace — If  Time  and  Fate  have  power 
Higher  to  raifc  the  glories  of  thy  reign, 
In  words  fublimer,  and  a  nobler  ftrain, 
May  future  bards  the  mighty  theme  rehearfe  : 
Here,  Stator  Jove,  and  Phoebus  king  of  verfe. 
The  votive  tablet  I  fufpend  *   *  *  * 


TO  THE  RIGHT   H0N0URABL1E 

THE  COUNTESS  DOWAGER  OF  DEVONSHIRE? 


ON    A    PIECE    OF    WIESSEn's, 


WHEREON  WERE   ALL    HER    GRANDSONS   PAINTED. 

"V^rriESSEN  and  Nature  held  a  long  conteft, 

If  She  created,  or  He  painted  beft  ; 
With  pleafmg  thought  the  wondrous  combat  grew. 
She  flill  form'd  fiiirer  ;  He  flill  liker  drew. 

In 
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In  thefe  feven  brethren  they  contended  laft, 

With  art  increas'd,  their  utmoft  fl<ill  they  tried. 

And,  both  well  pleas'd  they  had  themfelves  furpafs'd. 
The  Goddefs  triumph'd,  and  the  painter  dy'd. 

That  both  their  fl<ill  to  this  vafl  height  did  raife, 

Be  ours  the  wonder,  and  be  yours  the  praife  : 

For  here,  as  in  fome  glafs,  is  well  defcry'd 

Only  yourfelf  thus  often  multiply'd. 

When  Heaven  had  You  and  gracious  Anna  *  made. 

What  more  exalted  beauty  could  it  add  ? 

Having  no  nobler  images  in  ilore, 

It  but  kept  up  to  thefe,  nor  could  do  more 

Than  copy  well  what  it  had  fram'd  before. 

If  in  dear  Burghley's  generous  face  we  fee 

Obliging  truth  and  handfome  honefty, 

With  all  that  world  of  charms,  which  foon  will  move 

Reverence  in  men,  <xiid  in  the  fair-ones  love  ; 

His  very  grace  his  fair  defcent  afiiires, 

He  has  his  mother's  beauty,  ihe  has  yours. 

If  every  Cecil's  face  had  every  charm, 

That  thought  can  fancy,  or  that  Heaven  can  form  ; 

Their  beauties  all  become  your  beauty's  due. 

They  are  all  fair,  becaufe  they're  all  like  you. 

If  every  Ca'ndifh  great  and  charming  look  ; 

From  you  that  air,  from  you  the  charms  they  took. 

In  their  each  limb  your  image  is  expreft, 

But  on  their  brow  firm  courage  Hands  confeft ; 

*  Eldefl  daughter  of  the  Countefs, 

There, 
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There,  their  great  father,  by  a  ftrong  increafe, 
Adds  ftrength  to  beauty,  and  completes  the  piece  : 
Thus  ftill  your  beauty,  in  your  fons,  we  view, 
WiefTen  feven  times  one  great  perfection  drew  : 
Whoever  fat,  the  picture  ftill  is  you. 

So  when  the  parent-fun,  with  genial  beams, 
Has  animated  many  goodly  gems, 
He  fees  himfelf  improved,  while  every  ftone, 
With  a  refembling  light,  reflefts  a  fun. 

So  vvhen  great  Rhea  many  births  had  given, 
Such  as  might  govern  earth,  and  people  heaven  ; 
Her  glory  grev/  diffus'd,  and,  fuller  known, 
She  favv^  the  Deity  in  every  fon  : 
And  to  what  God  foe'er  men  altars  rals'd, 
Plonouring  the  offspring,  they  the  mother  prais'd. 

In  fhort-livM  charms  let  others  place  their  joys. 
Which  ficknefs  blafts,  and  certain  age  deftroys : 
Your  ftronger  beauty  Time  can  ne'er  deface, 
'Tis  ftill  rcnew'd,  and  ftamp'd  in  all  your  race. 

Ah  !    ^Viefien,  had  thy  art  been  fo  refin'd, 
As  with  their  beauty  to  have  drawn  their  mind, 
Through  circling  years  thy  labours  would  furv 
And  liv:  vg  rules  to  faireft  virtue  give, 
To  meii  unborn  and  ages  yet  to  live  : 
'T would  ftill  be  wonderful,  and  ftill  be  new, 
Againft  what  time,  or  fpite,  or  fate,  could  do  ; 
Till  thine  confus'd  with  Nature's  pieces  lie. 
And  Cavendifli's  name  and  Cecil's  honour  die. 


A    FABLE, 
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A  FABLE, 

FROM      PH^DRUS. 

TO  THE   AUTHOR  OF  THE    MEDLEY,   I7IO. 

'  1^  H  E  Fox  an  aftor's  vizard  found, 
-*-     And  peerM,  and  felt,  and  turn'd  it  round  ; 
Then  threw  it  in  contempt  away. 
And  thus  old  Phsedrus  heard  him  fay  : 
"  What  noble  part  canll  thou  fuflain, 
"  Thou  fpecious  head  without  a  brain  ?'* 

TO       THE 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE    MR.    HARIEY. 
HORACE,     I    E  P.     IX.     IMITATED. 

*'  Septimius,  Claudi,  nimhum  ir.telligit  unus, 
**  Quanti  me  facias,  Sec." 

Tn\  EAR  Dick,*  however  it  comes  into  his  head, 
"^"^   Believes  as  firmly  as  he  does  his  creed. 
That  you  and  I,  Sir,  are  extremely  great ; 
Though  I  plain  Mat,  you  Minifter  of  State : 
One  word  from  me,  without  all  doubt,  he  fays, 
Would  fix  his  fortune  in  fome  little  place. 

*  Richard  Shelion,  Efg. 

Thus 
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Thus  better  than  myfelf,  it  feems,  he  knows, 
How  far  my  Intereft  with  my  patron  goes  ; 
And,  anfwering  all  objedlions  I  can  make, 
Still  plunges  deeper  in  his  dear  miftake. 

From  this  wild  fancy,  Sir,  there  may  proceed 
One  wilder  yet,  which  I  forefee  and  dread  ; 
That  I,  in  faft,  a  real  intereft  have, 
Which  to  my  own  advantage  I  would  fave. 
And,  with  the  ufual  courtier's  trick,  intend 
To  ferve  myfelf,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 

To  fhun  this  cenfure,  I  all  fhame  lay  by. 
And  make  my  reafon  with  his  will  comply  ; 
Hoping,  for  my  excufe,  'twill  be  confeft. 
That  of  two  evils  I  have  chofe  the  leaft. 
So,  Sir,  with  this  epiftolary  fcroU, 
Receive  the  partner  of  my  Inmoft  foul ; 
Him  you  will  find  in  letters  and  in  laws 
Not  unexpert,  firm  to  his  country's  caufe. 
Warm  in  the  glorious  intereft  you  purfue, 
And,  in  one  word,  a  good  man  and  a  true. 


T  Q 
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T    O 


[     R.          H       A        R       L 

E        Y, 

WOUNDED     BY      GUISCARD, 

1711. 

"  Ah  ipfo 

Ducit  opes  animumque  fcrro." 

HOR. 

I. 

TN  one  great  wo-^',  fuperior  to  an  age, 

-*■  The  full  extremes  of  Nature's  force  we  find : 

How  heavenly  Virtue  can  exalt,  or  Rage 

Infernal  how  degrade  the  human  mind. 
II. 
While  the  fierce  monk  does  at  his  trial  ftand. 

He  chews  revenge,  abjuring  his  offence  : 
Guile  in  his  tongue,  and  murder  in  his  hand. 

He  flabs  his  judge,  to  prove  his  innocence. 
III. 
The  guilty  ftroke  and  torture  of  the  fteel 

Infix'd,  our  dauntlefs  Briton  fcarce  perceives  : 
The  wounds  his  country  from  his  death  mufl  feel. 

The  Patriot  views  ;  for  thofe  alone  he  grieves. 
IV. 
The  barbarous  rage  that  duril  attempt  thy  life, 

Harley,  great  counfellor,  extends  thy  fame  : 
And  the  fharp  point  of  cruel  Guifcard's  knife. 

In  brafs  and  marble  carves  thy  deathlefs  name. 

V.  Faith- 
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V. 

Faithful  aiTertor  of  thy  country's  caufe, 

Britain  with  tears  fhall  bathe  thy  glorious  wound : 
She  for  thy  fafety  fhall  enlarge  her  laws, 

And  in  her  ftatutes  fhall  thy  worth  be  found. 
VI. 
Yet  'midfl  her  fighs  fhe  triumphs,  on  the  hand 

RefleAing,  that  diffused  the  public  woe  ; 
A  ftranger  to  her  altars,  and  her  land  : 

No  fon  of  hers  could  meditate  this  blow. 
VII. 
Meantime  thy  pain  is  gracious  Anna's  care  : 

Our  Queen,  our  Saint,  with  facrificing  breath 
Softens  thy  anguifh  :  in  her  powerful  prayer 

She  pleads  thy  fervice,  and  forbids  thy  death. 
VIII. 
Great  as  thou  art,  thou  canft  demand  no  more, 

O  breaft  bewail'd  by  earth,  preferv'd  by  Heaven  ! 
No  higher  can  afpiring  Virtue  foar  : 

Enough  to  thee  of  grief  and  fame  Is  given. 


A   If 


[  III  ] 

A    H 

EXTEMPORE     INVITATION 

TO       THE 

EARL      OF      OXFORD, 

LORD      HIGH      TREASURER,      I712. 

MY     LORD, 

/^  U  R  weekly  friends  to-morrow  meet 

^^  At  Matthew's  palace,  in  Duke-flreet, 

To  try  for  once  if  they  can  dine 

On  bacon-ham  and  mutton-chine. 

If,  weary'd  with  the  great  affairs 

Which  Britain  trulls  to  Harley's  cares. 

Thou,  humble  ftatefman,  may'fl  defcend 

Thy  mind  one  moment  to  unbend, 

To  fee  thy  fervant  from  his  foul 

Crown  with  thy  health  the  fprightly  bowl ; 

Among  the  guefts  which  e'er  my  houfe 

Receiv'd,  it  never  can  produce 

Of  honour  a  more  glorious  proof — 

Though  Dorfet  us'd  to  blefs  the  roof. 


ERLE 


[      rxz     ] 

ERLE    ROBERT'S    MICE. 


np  WAY  mice,  full  blythe  and  amicable, 
-■-     Baten  befide  Erie  Robert's  table. 
Lies  there  ne  trap  their  necks  to  catch, 
Nc  old  black  cat  their  fteps  to  watch, 
Their  fill  they  eat  of  fowl  and  fiih  ; 
Feail  lyche  as  heart  of  moiife  mote  wifh» 

As  guefts  fat  jovial  at  the  board, 
Forth  leap'd  our  mice  :   eftfoons  the  lord 
Of  Boling,  whilome  John  the  Saint, 
Who  maketh  oft'  propos  full  queint, 
Laugh'd  jocund,  and  aloud  he  cried, 
To  Matthew  feated  on  t'oth'  f  de  ; 
To  thee,  lean  Bard,  it  doth  partain 
To  underiland  thefe  creatures  tweine. 
Come  frame  us  now  fome  clean  device. 
Or  playfant  rhyme  on  yonder  mice  : 
They  feem,  God  fhield  me  !    Mat  and  Charles. 

Bad  as  Sir  Topas,  or  Squire  Quarles, 
(Matthew  did  for  the  nonce  reply) 
At  emblem,  or  device  am  I : 
But,  could  I  chaunt,  or  rhyme,  pardie, 
Clear  as  Dan  Chaucer,  or  as  thee, 
Ne  verfe  from  me  (fo  God  me  fhrive) 
On  moufe,  or  other  bealt  alive. 

Certes 
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Certes  I  have  this  many  days 
Sent  myne  poetic  herd  to  graze. 
Ne  armed  knight  ydrad  in  war 
With  Hon  fierce  will  I  compare  ; 
Ne  judge  unjuft,  with  furred  fox, 
Harming  in  fecret  guife  the  flocks  ; 
Ne  priell  unworth  of  goddefs  coat, 
To  fwine  ydrunk,  or  filthy  ftoat  : 
Elk  fimile  farewell  for  aye, 
From  elephant,  I  trowe,  to  flea. 

Reply'd  the  friendlike  peer,  I  weene 
Matthew  is  angred  on  the  fpleen. 
Ne  fo,  quoth  Mat,  ne  fhall  be  e'er. 
With  wit  that  falleth  all  fo  fair  : 
Eftfoons,  well  weet  ye,  mine  intent 
Boweth  to  your  commaundement. 
If  by  thefe  creatures  ye  have  feen, 
Pourtrayed  Charles  and  Matthew  been  ; 
Behoveth  neet  to  wreck  my  brain, 
The  refl  in  order  to  explain. 

That  cup-board,  where  the  mice  difport, 
I  liken  to  St.  Stephen's  Court :  * 
Therein  is  fpace  enough,  I  trow. 
For  elke  comrade  to  come  and  go  : 
And  therein  eke  may  both  be  fed 
With  fhiver  of  the  wheaten  bread. 
And  when,  as  thefe  mine  eyne  furvcy, 
They  ceafe  to  iliip,  and  fqueak,  and  play  ; 

*  The  Exchequer. 

Vol.  XXXIII.  I  Return 
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Return  they  may  to  different  cells. 
Auditing  one,  whilil  t'other  tells. 

Dear  Robert,  quoth  the  Saint,  whofe  mind 
In  bounteous  deed  no  mean  can  bind  ; 
Now,  as  I  hope  to  grow  devout, 
I  deem  this  matter  well  made  out. 
I^augh  I,  whilil  thus  I  ferious  pray  ? 
Let  that  be  wrought  which  Mat  doth  fay : 
Yea,  quoth  the  Erle,  but  not  to-day. 


IN     THE     SAME     STYLE. 


1 


T?  U  L  L  oft*  doth  Mat  with  Topaz  *  dine, 
"*■      Eateth  bak'd  meats,  drinketh  Greek  wine  ; 
But  Topaz  his  own  werke  rehearfeth. 
And  Mat  mote  praife  what  Topaz  verfeth. 
Now,  fure  as  prieft  did  e'er  fhrive  finner, 
Full  hardly  earneth  Mat  his  dinner. 


IN     THE     SAME      STYLE. 

Tp  AIR  Sufan  did  her  wif-hede  well  menteine, 
•*-      Algates  affaulted  fore  by  letchours  tweine  : 
Now,  and  I  read  aright  that  auncient  fong, 
Olde  were  the  paramours,  the  dame  fuU  yong. 

*  The  perfon  here  fatirized  was  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.    N^. 

Had 
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Had  tliilke  fame  talc  in  other  giiife  been  tolde  ; 
Had  they  been  young  (pardle)  and  flie  been  olde  ; 
That,  by  St.  Kit,  had  wrought  much  forer  trial ; 
Full  marveillous,  1  vote,  were  Tilk  denval. 


A    FLOV/ER    PAINTED    BY    SIMON    VARELST. 

WT  HEN  fam'd  Varelft  this  little  wonder  drew, 
^  ^      Flora  vouchfaf'd  the  growing  work,  to  view  ; 
Finding  the  painter's  fcience  at  a  Hand, 
The  goddefs  fnatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand  ; 
And,  finifhing  the  piece,  fhe  fmiling  faid. 
Behold  one  work  of  mine,  that  ne'er  fliall  fade. 


TO       THE 

LADY    ELIZABETH    HARLEY, 

AFTERWARDS    MARCHIONESS    OF    CARMARTHEN. 
ON     A     C  O  I.  C  M  N     or    HER     D  R  A  ^S'  I  N  G  . 

"^XJ"  HEN  future  ages  fliall  with  wonder  view 

Thefe  glorious  lines,  which  Harley's  daughter 
drew, 
They  Ihall  confefs,  that  Britain  could  not  raife 
A  fairer  column  to  the  Father's  praife. 

I  2  PRO- 


[      "6     ] 


PROTOGENES    and    APELLES. 

^fX^  HEN  poets  wrote,  and  painters  drew, 

^  As  Nature  pointed  out  the  view  ; 

Ere  Gothick  forms  were  known  in  Greece 
To  fpoil  the  well-proportioned  piece  ; 
And  in  our  verfe  ere  monkifh  rhymes 
Had  jangled  their  fantaftic  chimes  : 
Ere  on  the  flowery  lands  of  Rhodes 
Thofe  knights  had  fix'd  their  dull  abodes, 
Wlio  knew  not  much  to  paint  or  write, 
Nor  car'd  to  pray,  nor  dar'd  to  fight : 
Protogenes,  hillorians  note, 
Liv'd  there,  a  burgefs,  fcot  and  lot ; 
And,  as  old  Pliny's  writings  fliow, 
Apelles  did  the  fame  at  Co. 
Agreed  thefe  points  of  time  and  place, 
Proceed  we  in  the  prefent  cafe. 
Piqu'd  by  Protogenes's  fame, 
From  Co  to  Rhodes  Apelles  came, 
To  fee  a  rival  and  a  friend, 
Prepared  to  cenfure,  or  commend  ; 
Here  to  abfolve,  and  there  object. 
As  art  with  candour  might  direft. 
He  fails,  he  lands,  he  comes,  he  rings ; 
His  fervants  follow  with  the  things  : 
Appears  the  governante  of  th'  houfe ; 
For  fuch  in  Greece  were  much  in  ufe  ; 
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If  young  or  handfome,  yea  or  no, 
Concerns  not  me  or  thee  to  know. 

Does  Squire  Protogenes  live  here  ? 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  fhe,  with  gracious  air, 
And  court'fey  low,  but  juft  cali'd  out 
By  lords  peculiarly  devout. 
Who  came  on  purpofe.  Sir,  to  borrow 
Our  Venus  for  the  feaft  to-morrow. 
To  grace  the  church  ;    'tis  Venus*  day  : 
I  hope.  Sir,  you  intend  to  (lay, 
To  fee  our  Venus  :   'tis  the  piece 
The  moft  renown'd  throughout  all  Greece ; 
So  like  th'  original,  they  fay : 
But  I  have  no  great  fl<:ill  that  way. 
But,  Sir,  at  fix  ('tis  now  paft  three) 
Dromo  rauft  make  my  mailer's  tea  : 
At  fix,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  come. 
You'll  find  my  mailer.  Sir,  at  home. 

Tea,  fays  a  critic  big  with  laughter, 
Was  found  fome  twenty  ages  after ; 
Authors,  before  they  write,  fhould  read. 
'Tis  very  true  ;  but  we'll  proceed. 

And,  Sir,  at  prefent  would  you  pleafe 
To  leave  your  name — Fair  maiden,  yes. 
Reach  me  that  board.     No  fooner  fpokc 
But  done.     With  one  judicious  ilroke, 
On  the  plain  ground  Apelles  drew 
A  circle  regularly  true  : 
And  will  you  pleafe,  fweet-heart,  faid  he, 
'J^o  fticw  your  mailer  this  from  me  ? 

X  3  By 
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By  It  he  prefently  will  know 

How  painters  write  their  names  at  Co. 

He  gave  the  pannel  to  the  maid. 
Smiling  and  court'fying,  Sir,  fhe  faid, 
I  fhall  not  fail  to  tell  my  mafter : 
And,  Sir,  for  fear  of  all  difafter, 
I'll  keep  it  my  ownfelf :  fafe  bind. 
Says  the  old  proverb,  and  fafe  find. 
So,  Sir,  as  fiire  as  key  or  lock — 
Your  fervant,  Sir, — at  fix  o'clock. 

Again  at  fix  Apelles  came, 
Found  the  fame  prating  civil  dame. 
Sir,  that  my  mafter  has  been  here, 
Will  by  the  board  itfelf  appear. 
If  from  the  perfedl  line  be  found 
He  has  prefum'd  to  fwell  the  round. 
Or  colours  on  the  draught  to  lay, 
'Tis  thus  (he  ordered  me  to  fay). 
Thus  write  the  painters  of  this  ifle : 
Let  thofe  of  Co  remark  the  ftyle. 

She  faid  ;  and  to  his  hand  reftor'd 
The  rival  pledge,  the  miflive  board. 
Upon  the  happy  line  were  laid 
Such  obvious  light,  and  eafy  (hade. 
That  Paris*  apple  ftood  confeft. 
Or  Leda's  egg,  or  Cloe's  breaft. 
Apelles  view'd  the  finifh'd  piece  : 
And  live,  faid  he,  the  arts  of  Greece  ! 
Howe'er  Protogenes  and  I 
May  In  our  rival  talents  vie  ; 

Howc'er 
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However  our  works  may  have  cxprefs'd 
Who  trueil  drew,  or  colour'd  beft, 
When  he  beheld  my  flowing  line. 
He  found  at  leaft  I  could  dcfign  : 
And  from  his  artful  round,  I  grant 
That  he  with  perfeA  fl<:ill  can  paint. 

The  dulled  genius  cannot  fail 
To  find  the  moral  of  my  tale  ; 
That  the  diilinguifh'd  part  of  men. 
With  compafs,  pencil,  fword,  or  pen. 
Should  in  life's  vifit  leave  their  name. 
In  charafters  which  may  proclaim 
That  they  with  ardour  ftrove  to  raife 
At  once  their  arts,  and  countr)''s  praife  ; 
And  in  their  working  took  great  care. 
That  all  was  full,  and  round,  and  fair. 

DEMOCRITUS    and    HERACLITUS, 


D 


EMOCRITUS,  dear  droU,  revifit  earth, 
And  with  our  follies  glut  thy  heightened  mirth : 
Sad  Heraclitus,  ferious  wretch,  return. 
In  louder  grief  our  greater  crimes  to  mourn. 
Between  you  both  I  unconcern'd  fland  by  : 
Hurt,  can  I  laugh  ?  and  honeft,  need  I  cry  ? 


14 


[     1^0     ] 
ON       MY 

B  I  R  T  H  -  D  A  Y,    July    2i< 

I. 

T    M  Y  dear,  was  born  to-day, 
-^9    So  all  my  jolly  comrades  fay  ; 
They  bring  me  mufic,  wreaths,  and  mirthj 
And  aflc  to  celebrate  my  birth  : 
Little,  alas  !    my  comrades  know 
That  I  was  born  to  pain  and  woe.; 
Better  I  had  ne'er  been  born  : 
I  wifh  to  die  ev'nwhilll  I  fay, 
I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day. 

II. 
■I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day  ; 
Shall  I  falute  the  rifmg  ray  ? 
Well-fpring  of  all  my  joy  and  woe, 
Clotilda,*  thou  alone  doft  know  : 
Shall  the  wreath  furround  my  hair  ? 
Or  fhail  the  mufic  pleafe  my  ear  ? 
Shall  I  my  comrades  mirth  receive, 
And  blefs  my  birth,  and  wifli  to  live? 
Then  let  me  fee  great  Venus  chafe 
Imperious  anger  from  thy  face  ; 
Then  let  me  hear  thee  fmiling  fay. 
Thou,  my  dear,  wert  born  to-day, 

*  Mrs.  Anne  Durham, 


[  121  ] 

T       A        P       H, 


EXTEMPORE. 


"VJ  O  B  L  E  S  and  heralds,  by  your  leave, 
-^        Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthew  Prior, 
The  fon  of  Adam  and  of  Eve  ; 

Can  Bourbon  or  NafTau  claim  higher  ? 


FOR      MY      OWN      TOMBSTONE. 

T^O  me  'twas  given  to  die  :  to  thee  'tis  given 

To  live  :   alas  !   one  moment  fets  us  even. 
Mark  !   how  impartial  is  the  will  of  Heaven  ! 


TOR      MV      OW-N      M  O  N  U  M  E  N  *]^. 


A   S  doctors  give  phyfic  by  way  of  prevention. 


I. 

h 
Mat,  alive  and  in  health,  of  his  tombflone  took 
care  ; 
-Tor  delays  are  unfafe,  and  his  pious  intention 
May  haply  be  never  fulfilPd  by  his  heir. 

il.  The. 
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II. 

Then  take  Mat*s  word  for  it,  the  fculptor  is  paid  ; 

That  the  figure  is  fine,  pray  believe  your  own  eye  5 
Yet  credit  but  h'ghtly  what  more  may  be  faid. 

For  we  flatter  ourfelves,  and  teach  maible  to  lie. 

III. 

Yet,  counting  as  far  as  to  fifty  his  years, 

His  virtues  and  vices  were  as  other  men's  are  ; 

High  hopes  he  conceiv'd,  and  he  fmother'd  great  fears. 
In  a  life  party-colour'd,  half  pleafure,  half  care. 

IV. 

Nor  to  bufinefs  a  drudge,  nor  to  faftion  a  flave, 
He  ftrove  to  make  interell  and  freedom  agree ; 

In  public  employments  induftrious  and  grave. 

And  alone  with  his  friends,  lord,  how  merry  was  he  I 

V. 

Now  in  equipage  flately,  now  humbly  on  foot, 

Both  fortunes  he  try'd,  but  to  neither  would  truft  ; 

And  whirl'd  in  the  round,  as  the  wheel  turned  about, 
He  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knew  man  was  but 
duft. 

VI. 

This  verfe  little  polifli'd,  though  mighty  fincere. 
Sets  neither  his  titles  nor  merit  to  view ; 

It  fays  that  his  relics  collefted  lie  here. 

And  no  mortal  yet  knows  too  if  this  may  be  true. 

VII.  Fierce 
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VII. 
Fierce  robbers  there  are  that  infefl  the  highway, 

So  Mat  may  be  kill'd,  and  his  bones  never  found  ; 
Falfc  witnefs  at  court,  and  fierce  tempefls  at  fea, 

So  Mat  may  yet  chance  to  be  hang'd,  or  be  drown'd. 

VIII. 

If  his  bones  He  in  earth,  roll  in  fea,  fly  in  air, 
To  fate  we  mud  yield,  and  the  thing  is  the  fame. 

And  if  pafling  thou  giv'ft  him  a  fmile,  or  a  tear, 
He  cares  not — yet  pr'ythee  be  kind  to  his  fame. 


GUALTERUS   DANISTONUS    AD   A  M  I  C  O  S. 

"r\  U  M  ftudeo  fungi  fallentis  munere  vitas, 
"■-^  Adfeftoque  viam  fedibus  Elyfiis, 
Ar^loa  florcns  fophia,  Samifque  fuperbus 

Difcipulis,  animas  morte  carere  cano. 
Has  ego  corporibus  profugas  ad  fidera  mitto ; 

Sideraque  ingreflis  otia  blanda  dico  ; 
Qualia  conveniunt  Divis,  queis  fata  volebant 

Vitai  faciles  molliter  ire  vias  : 
Vinaque  Ccclicolis  media  inter  gaudia  libo  ; 

Et  me  quid  majus  fufpicor  effe  viro. 
Sed  fuerint  nuUi  forfan,  quos  fpondeo,  coeli  ; 

Nullaque  fint  Ditis  numina,  nulla  Jovis  : 
Fabula  fit  terris  agitur  quae  vita  relidlis ; 

Quique  fuperlles,  Homo  j  qui  nihil,  ello  Deus. 

Attamcn 
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Attamen  efle  hilares,  8c  inanes  mittere  curas 

Proderit,  ac  vitae  commoditate  frui, 
Et  feilos  agitalTe  dies,  aevique  fugacis 

Terapora  perpetuis  detlnuifle  jocis. 
His  me  parentem  prasceptis  occupet  Orcus, 

Et  Mors  ;   feu  Divum,  feu  nihil,  efle  velit : 
^am  fophia  ars  ilia  eft,  quae  fallere  fuaviter  horas 

Admonet,  atque  Orci  non  timuifie  minas. 


IMITATED. 

STUDIOUS  the  bufy  moments  to  deceive. 
That  fleet  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 
J  credit  what  the  Grecian  diftates  fay. 
And  Samian  founds  o'er  Scotia's  hills  convey. 
When  mortal  man  refigns  his  tranfient  breath. 
The  body  only  I  give  o'er  to  death  ; 
The  parts  diflblv'd  and  broken  frame  I  mourn  : 
What  came  from  earth  I  fee  to  earth  return. 
The  immaterial  part,  tli'  osthereal  foul. 
Nor  can  change  vanquifli,  nor  can  death  controL 
Glad  I  releafe  it  from  its  partner's  cares. 
And  bid  good  angels  waft  it  to  the  ftars. 
Then  in  the  flowing  bowl  I  drown  thofe  fighs, 
Which,  fpite  of  wifdom,  from  our  weaknefs  rife. 
The  draught  to  the  dead's  memoiy  I  commend, 
And  offer  to  thee  now,  immortal  friend. 
But  if,  oppos'd  to  what  my  thoughts  approve, 
Nor  Pluto's  rage  there  be,  nor  power  of  Jove  j 
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On  its  dark  fide  if  tlioii  the  profpcft  take  ; 
Grant  all  forgot  beyond  black  Lethe's  lake  ; 
In  total  death  fuppofe  tlie  mortal  lie, 
No  new  hereafter,  nor  a  future  ficy  : 
Yet  bear  thy  lot  content  ;  yet  ceafe  to  grieve  : 
Why,  ere  death  comes,  doft  thou  forbear  to  live  ? 
The  little  time  thou  haft,  'twixt  inftant  now 
And  Fate's  approach,  is  all  the  Gods  allow  ; 
And  of  this  little  haft  thou  aught  to  fpare 
To  fad  reflexion,  and  corroding  care  ? 
The  moments  paft,  if  thou  art  wife,  retrieve 
With  pleafant  memory  of  the  blifs  they  gave. 
The  prefent  hours  in  prefent  mirth  employ. 
And  bribe  the  future  with  the  hopes  of  joy ; 
The  future  (few  or  more,  howe'er  they  be) 
Were  deftin'd  erft  ;  nor  can  by  Fate's  decree 
Be  now  cut  off  betwixt  the  grave  and  thee. 
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THE 

FIRST  HYMN   of  CALLIMACHUS. 

TO    JUPITER. 

"TXT H I L E  we  to  Jove  felect  the  holy  viclim, 

~  ^      Whom  apter  (hall  we  fing,  than  Jove  himfelf, 
The  God  for  ever  great,  for  ever  king, 
Who  flew  the  Earth-born  race,  and  meafures  right 
To  heaven's  great  habitants  ?  Didlsean  hear'ft  thou 
More  joyful,  or  Lycaean,  long  difpute 

And 
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And  various  thought  has  trac'd.     On  Ida's  mount. 

Or  Difte,  ftudious  of  his  country's  praife, 

The  Cretan  boafts  thy  natal  place  :  but  oft' 

He  meets  reproof  deferv'd  :  for  he  prefumptuous 

Has  built  a  tomb  for  thee,  who  never  know'll 

To  die,  but  liv'fl  the  fame  to-day  and  ever. 

Arcadian  therefore  be  thy  birth  :   Great  Rhea, 

Pregnant  to  high  Parrhafia's  chffs  retir'd. 

And  wild  Lycaeus,  black  with  fhading  pines  : 

Holy  retreat !  fithence  no  female  hither, 

Confcious  of  focial  love  and  nature's  rites, 

Muft  dare  approach,  from  the  inferior  reptile 

To  woman,  form  divine.     There  the  bleft  parent 

Ungirt  her  fpacious  bofom,  and  difcharg'd 

The  ponderous  birth;  fhe  fought  a  neighbouring  fpring 

To  wafh  the  recent  babe  ;  in  vain  :  Arcadia, 

(However  {Ireamy)   now  aduft  and  dry, 

Deny'd  the  Goddefs  water  ;  where  deep  Mclas 

And  rocky  Gratis  flow,  the  chariot  fmoak'd, 

Obfcure  with  rifing  duft  :  the  thirfty  traveller 

In  vain  requir'd  the  current,  then  imprifon'd 

In  fubterraneous  caverns  :   forcils  grew 

Upon  the  barren  hollows,  high  o'erHiading 

The  haunts  of  favage  beads,  where  now  laon 

And  Erimanth  incline  their  friendly  urns. 

Thou  too,  O  Earth,  great  Rhea  faid,  bring  forth  ; 
And  fliort  fhall  be  thy  pangs.     She  faid  ;  and  high 
She  rcar'd  her  arm,  and  with  her  fceptre  flruck 
The  yawning  cliff:  from  its  difparted  height 
Adown  the  mount  the  gufliing  torrent  ran, 
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And  cheerM  the  vallies  :  there  the  heavenly  mother 

BathM,  mighty  king,  thy  tender  limbs  :  (he  wrapt  them 

In  purple  bands  :  (he  gave  the  precious  pledge 

To  prudent  Neda,  charging  her  to  guard  thee, 

Careful  and  fecret ;  Neda,  of  the  nymphs 

That  tended  the  great  birth,  next  Philyre 

And  Styx,  the  elded.     Smiling,  flie  receiv'd  thee. 

And,  confcious  of  the  grace,  abfolv'd  her  trull : 

Not  unrewarded  ;  fince  the  river  bore 

The  favourite  virgin's  name  ;  fair  Neda  rolls 

By  Leprion's  ancient  walls,  a  fruitful  ftream. 

Fall  by  her  flowery  bank  the  fons  of  Areas, 

Favourites  of  Heaven,  with  happy  care  prote6l 

Their  fleecy  charge  ;  and  joyous  drink  her  wave. 

Thee,  God,  to  Cnofliis  Neda  brought ;  the  nymphs 
And  Cor)'bantes  thee,  their  facred  charge, 
Receiv'd  :  Adrafte  rockM  thy  golden  cradle  : 
The  goat,  now  bright  amidft  her  fellow-fl:ars, 
Kind  Amalthea,  reach'd  her  teat  difl:ent 
With  milk,  thy  early  food  :  the  fedulous  bee 
DiftilPd  her  honey  on  thy  purple  lips. 

Around,  the  fierce  Curetes  (order  folemn 
To  thy  fore -knowing  mother  !)  trod  tumultuous 
Their  myfl:ic  dance,  and  clang'd  their  founding  arms, 
Indullrious  with  the  warlike  din  to  quell 
Thy  infant  cries,  and  mock  the  ear  of  Saturn  : 
Swift  growth  and  wondrous  grace,  O  heavenly  Jove, 
Waited  thy  blooming  years  :  inventive  wit. 
And  perfed  judgment,  crown'd  thy  youthful  ad. 
That  Saturn's  fons  receiv'd  the  three-fold  empire 

Of 
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Of  heaven,  of  ocean,  and  deep  hell  beneath, 

As  the  dark  urn  and  chance  of  lot  determin'd, 

Old  poets  mention,  fabling".     Things  of  moment, 

Well  nigh  equivalent  and  neighbouring  value, 

By  lot  are  parted  :  but  high  heaven,  thy  fhare, 

In  equal  balance  laid  'gainft  fea  or  hell. 

Flings  up  the  adverfe  fcale,  and  fhuns  proportion. 

Wherefore  not  chance,  but  power  above  thy  brethren, 

Exalted  thee  their  king.     When  thy  great  will 

Commands  thy  chariot  forth,  impetuous  ftrength 

And  fiery  fwiftnefs  wing  the  rapid  wheels, 

IncefFant ;  high  the  eagle  flies  before  thee. 

And  oh  !  as  I  and  mine  confult  thy  augur. 

Grant  the  glad  omen  ;  let  thy  favourite  rife 

Propitious,  ever  foaring  from  the  right. 

Thou  to  the  lefler  Gods  haft  well  affign'd 
Their  proper  fhares  of  power  :  thy  own,  great  Jove, 
Boundlefs  and  univerfal.     Thofe  who  labour 
The  fweaty  forge,  who  edge  the  crooked  fcythe. 
Bend  ftubborn  fteel,  and  harden  gleening  armour, 
Acknowledge  Vulcan's  aid.     The  early  hunter 
BlefTes  Diana's  hand,  who  leads  him  fafe 
O'er  hanging  cliffs,  who  fpreads  his  net  fuccefsful, 
And  guides  the  arrow  through  the  panther's  heart. 
The  foldier,  from  fuccefsful  camps  returning 
With  laurel  wreath'd,  and  rich  with  hoftile  fpoil. 
Severs  the  bull  to  Mars.     The  f]<ilful  bard,    • 
Striking  the  Thracian  harp,  invokes  Apollo,  ' 
To  make  his  hero  and  himfelf  immortal. 
Thofe,  mighty  Jove,  mean  time,  thy  glorious  care, 

Wh© 
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Wlio  model  nations,  piibllfh  laws,  announce 

Or  life  or  death,  and  found  or.  change  the  empire. 

Man  owns  the  power  of  kings  ;  and  kings  of  Jove. 

And,  as  their  adlions  tend  fubordinate 
To  what  thy  will  defigns,  thou  giv'ft  the  means 
Proportioned  to  the  work  j  thou-  feeft  impartial 
How  they  thofe  means  employ.     Each  monarch  rulea 
His  different  realm,  accountable  to  thee. 
Great  ruler  of  tlie  world  :  tJiefe  only  have 
To  fpcak  and  be  obey'd  ;  to  thofe  are  given 
Afiiftant  days  to  ripen  the  defign  ; 
To  fome  whole  months,  revolving  years  to  fome  ; 
Others,  ill-fated,  are  conderan'd  to  toil 
Their  tedious  life,  and  mourn  their  purpofe  blafted 
With  fruitlefs  a6l,  and  impotence  of  council. 

Hail !  greatefl:  fon  of  Saturn,  wife  difpofer 
Of  eveiy  good  :  thy  praife  what  man  yet  bom 
Has  fung  ?  or  who  that  may  be  born  (hall  fmg  ? 
Again,  and  often  hail !  indulge  our  prayer, 
Great  father !  grant  us  virtue,'grant  us  wealth  : 
For,  without  virtue,  wealth  no  man  avails  not ; 
And  virtue  without  wealth  exerts  lefs  power, 
And  lefs  difFufes  good.     Then  grant  us,  gracious, 
Virtue  and  wealth  ;,  for  both. are  of  thy  gift  I 
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THE 

SECOND  HYMN  of  CALLIMACHUS, 

TO        APOLLO. 

If  TA  !  how  the  laurel,  great  Apollo's  tree, 

"*"  -*■  And  all  the  cavern  fhakes  !  far  off,  far  off. 

The  man  that  is  unhallow'd  :  for  the  God, 

The  God  approaches.     Hark  !  he  knocks ;  the  gates 

Feel  the  glad  impulfe  ;  and  the  fever'd  bars 

SubmilTive  clink  againft  their  brazen  portals. 

Why  do  the  Delian  palms  incHne  their  boughs, 

Self-m.ov'd  ?  and  hovering  fwans,  their  throats  released 

From  native  filence,  carol  founds  harmonious  ? 

Begin,  young  m.en,  the  hymn  :  let  all  your  harps 
Break  their  inglorious  filence  ;  and  the  dance. 
In  myftic  numbers  trod?  explain  the  mufic. 
But  firll,  by  ardent  prayer,  and  clear  luftration. 
Purge  the  contagious  fpots  of  human  weaknefs  •: 
Impure  no  mortal  can  behold  Apollo. 
-So  may  ye  flourifh,  favour'd  by  the  God, 
In  youth  with  happy  nuptials ;  and  in  age 
With  filver  hair,  and  fair  defcent  of  children! 
So  lay  foundations  for  afpiring  cities. 
And  blefs  your  fpreading  colonies  increafe  ! 

Pay  facred  reverence  to  Apollo's  fong  ; 
!Left  wrathful  the  far-fhooting  God  emit 
His  fatal  arrows.     Silent  Nature  ftands  ; 
^nd  feas  fubfidc;  obedient  to  the  fouad 
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Of  16,  16  Pean  !  nor  dares  Thetis 

Longfer  bewail  her  lov'd  Achilles'  death  ; 

For  Phoebus  was  his  foe.     Nor  mull  fad  Niobc 

In  fruitlefs  forrow  perfevere,  or  weep 

Ev'n  through  the  Phrygian  marble.     Haplefs  mother  ! 

Whofe  fondnefs  could  compare  her  mortal  offspring 

To  thofe  which  fair  Latona  bore  to  Jove* 

16  !  again  repeat  ye,  16  Pean  ! 

Againfl  the  Deity  'tis  hard  to  ftrive. 
He,  that  refills  the  power  of  Ptolemy, 
Refills  the  power  of  heaven  ;  for  power  from  heaven 
Derives  ;  and  monarchs  rule  by  Gods  appointed* 

Recite  Apollo's  praife,  till  night  draws  on. 
The  ditty  ftill  unfinifli'd  ;  and  the  day 
Unequal  to  the  Godhead's  attributes 
Various,  and  matter  copious  of  your  fongs. 

Sublime  at  Jove's  right-hand  Apollo  fits, 
And  thence  diftributes  honour,  gracious  king, 
And  tKeme  of  verfe  perpetual.     From  his  robe 
Flows  light  ineffable  :  his  harp,  his  quiver, 
And  Licl;ian  bow,  are  gold :  with  golden  fandals 
His  feet  are  fhod  ;  how  rich  !  how  beautiful ! 
Beneath  his  Heps  the  yellow  mineral  rifes. 
And  earth  reveals  her  treafures.     Youth  and  beauty 
Eternal  deck  his  cheeks  :  from  his  fair  head 
Perfumes  diilill  their  fwcvits  ;  and  cheerful  Health, 
His  duteous  handmaid,  through  the  air  improv'd, 
With  lavifh  hand  difPufes  fcents  ambrofial. 

The  fpcarmgn's  arm  by  thee,  great  God,  direCled, 
Sends  foi'ch  a  certain  wound.     The  laurel'd  bard, 

K  2  Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd  by  thee,  compofes  verfe  immortal. 
Taught  by  thy  art  divnie,  the  fage  phylician 
Ehades  the  urn  ;  and  chains- or  exiles  death. 

Thee,  Nomian,  we  adore  ;  for  that,  from  heaven 
Defcending,  thou  on  fair  Amphryfus*  banks 
Didll  guard  Admetus'  herds.     Sithence  the  cow 
Produc'd  an  ampler  flore  of  milk  ;  the  fhe-goat 
Not  without  pain  dragged  her  diftended  udder  ; 
And  ewes,  that  erft  brought  forth  but  fingle  lambs, 
Now  dropped  their  two-fold  burthens.    Bleft  the  cattle. 
On  which  Apollo  call  his  favouring  eye  ! 

But,  Phcebus,  thou  to  man  beneHcent, 
Delight'H  in  building  cities.     Bright  Diana, 
Kind  filler  to  thy  infant  deity, 
New-wean'd,  and  juil  arifuig  from  the  cradle, 
Brought  hunted  wild-goats  heads,  and  branching  antlers 
Of  Hags,  the  fruit  and  honour  of  her  toil* 
Thefe  with  difcerning  hand  thou  knew'ft  to  range 
(Young  as  thou  wail),  and  in  the  well-fram'd  models,. 
With  emblematic  fliill,  and  myflic  order, 
Thou  fhew'ft  where  towers  or  battlements  fhould  rife, 
Where  gates  fiiould  open,  or  where  walls  fliould  com- 

pafs : 
While  from  thy  chlldifli  paftime  man  received 
The  future  llrength  and  ornament  of  nations. 

Battus,  our  great  progenitor,  now  touch'd 
The  Libyan  llrand  ;  when  the  foreboding  crow- 
Flew  on  the  right  before  the  people,  marking 
The  country  deflin'd  the  aufpicious  feat 
Of  future  kings,  and  favour  of  the  God, 
Whofe  oath  is  fure,  and  promife  Hands  eternal. 

Or 
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Or  Bocdromian  hear'il  thou  pleasM,  or  Clarian 
Phoebus,  great  king  ?  for  dlfTercnt  are  thy  names, 
As  thy  kind  hand  has  founded  many  cities, 
Or  dealt  benign  thy  various  gifts  to  man. 
Carnean  let  me  call  thee  ;  for  my  country 
Calls  thee  Carnean  :  the  fair  colony 
Thrice  by  thy  gracious  guidance  was  ti-anfported. 
Ere  fettled  in  Cyrene  ;  there  w'  appointed 
Thy  annual  feafts,  kind  God,  and  blefs  thy  altars 
Smoaking  witii  hecatombs  of  flaughter'd  bulls, 
As  Camus,  thy  high  prieft  and  favourd  friend. 
Had  erfi  ovdahi'd  ;  and  with  myilerious' rites. 
Our  great  forefathers  taught  their  fons  to  woifliip. 
Id  Carnean  Phoebus  !   16  Pean  ! 

The  yellow  crocus  there  and  fair  narcilTus 
Referve  the  honours  of  their  winter-llore, 
To  deck  thy  temple  ;  till  returning  fpring 
DifFufes  Nature's  various  pride  ;  and  flowers 
Innumerable,  by  the  foft  fouth-wefl 
Open'd,  and  gatlier'd  by  religious  hands, 
Rebonnd  their  fweets  from  th'  odoriferous  pavement* 
Perpetual  fires  fliine  hallow'd  on  thy  altars, 
When  annual  the  Carnean  feaft  is  held  ; 
The  warlike  Libyans,  clad  in  armour,  lead 
The  dance  ;  with  clanging  fwords  and  fhields  they  beat 
The  dreadful  meafure  :  in  the  chorus  join 
Their  women,  brown  but  beautiful :  fucli  rites 
To  thee  well  pleafmg.     Nor  had  yet  thy  votaries. 
From  Greece  tranfplanted,  touch'd  Cyrenc's  banks, 
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And  lands  determln'd  for  their  laft  abodes  ; 
But  wander'd  through  Azilis'  horrid  foreft 
Difpers'd  ;  when  from  Myrtufa's  craggy  brow. 
Fond  of  the  maid,  aufpicious  to  the  city, 
Which  mull  hereafter  bear  her  favour'd  name. 
Thou  gracious  deign'fl:  to  let  the  fair-one  view 
Her  typic  people  ;  thou  with  pleafure  taught'ft  her 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  flay  the  fhaggy  lion. 
And  ftop  the  fpreading  ruin  of  the  plains. 
Happy  the  nymph,  who,  honoured  by  thy  pafilon. 
Was  aided  by  thy  power !  The  monftrous  Python 
Durft  tempt  thy  wrath  in  vain  :  for  dead  he  fell. 
To  thy  great  flrength  and  golden  arms  unequal. 

16  !  while  thy  unerring  hand  elanc'd 
Another,  and  another  dart ;  the  people 
Joyfully  repeated  16  !  16  Pean  ! 
Elance  the  dart,  Apollo  :  for  the  fafety 
And  health  of  man,  gracious  thy  mother  bore  thee. 

Envy,  thy  latell  foe,  fuggefted  thus  : 
Like  thee  I  am  a  power  immortal ;  therefore 
To  thee  dare  fpeak.     How  canft  thou  favour  partial 
Thofe  poets  who  write  little  ?  Vail  and  great 
Is  what  I  love  :  the  far-extended  ocean 
To  a  fmall  rivulet  I  prefer.     Apollo 
Spurn'd  Envy  with  his  foot ;  and  thus  the  God : 
Daemon,  the  head-long  current  of  Euphrates, 
Aflyrian  river,  copious  runs,  but  muddy  ; 
And  carries  forward  with  his  flupid  force 
Polluting  dirt ;  his  torrent  Hill  augmenting, 
His  wave  ftill  more  defil'd  :  mean  while  the  nymphs 

Meliflan, 
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MelifTan,  fiicrcd  and  reclufe  to  Ceres, 
Studious  to  have  their  offerings  well  receiv'dj. 
And  fit  for  heavenly  ufe,  from  little  urns 
Pour  ftreams  felec^,  and  purity  of  waters. 

16 !  Apollo,  mighty  king,  let  Envy 
Ill-judging  and  verbofe,  from  Lethe's  lake 
Draw  tuns  unmeafurable  ;  while  thy  favour 
Adminifters  to  my  ambitious  thiiit 
The  wholefomc  draught  from  Aganippe's  fpring 
Genuine,  and  with  foft  murmurs  gently  rilling 
Adowri  tlie  mountains  where  thy  daughters  haunt. 


CHARITY. 

A     PARAPHRASE    ON    THE    THIRTEENTH    CHAPTER    OF 
THE    FIRST    EPISTLE    TO    THE    CORINTHIANS. 

T^ID  fweeter  founds  adorn  my  flowing  tongue,. 
^^  Than  ever  man  pronounc'd,  or  angels  fung  j 
Had  I  all  knowledge,  human  and  divine, 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  fcience  can  define  ; 
And  had  I  power  to  give  that  knowledge  birth^ 
In  all  the  fpeeches  of  the  babbling  earth  ; 
Did  Shadrach's  zeal  my  glowing  breaft  infpire. 
To  weary  tortures,  and  rejoice  in  fire  ; 
Or  had  I  faith  like  that  which  Ifrael  faw 
When  Mofes  gave  them  miracles  and  law  ; 
Yet,  gracious  Charity  !  indulgent  gueft, 
Were  not  thy  power  exerted  in  my  breaft, 
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Thofe  fpeeches  would  fend  up  unheeded  prayer^ 
That  fcorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  defpair ; 
A  tymbal's  found  were  laetter  than  my  voice  ; 
My  faith  were  form,  my  eloquence  were  noife. 

Charity,  decent,  modeft,  eafy,  kind. 
Softens  the  high,  and  rears  the  abjeft  mind. 
Knows  with  juil  reins  and  gentle  hand  to  guide 
Betwixt  vile  fhame  and  arbitrary  pride. 
Not  foon  provok'd,  fhe  eafily  forgives  ; 
And  much  fhe  fuffers,  as  fhe  much  beheves. 
Soft  peace  fhe  brings  where-ever  fhe  arrives ; 
She  builds  our  quiet,  as  fhe  forms  our  lives  ; 
Lays  the  rough  paths  of  peevifh  nature  even. 
And  opens  rii  eaclrheart  a  Httlc heaven. 

Each  other  gift,  which  God  on  man  beftows, 
'Its  proper  bound  and  due  rellri^lion  knows  ; 
To  one  fixt  purpofe  dedicates  Its  power, 
And,  finifhing  its  aft,  exills  no  more. 
Thus,  In  obedience  to  what  Heaven  decrees, 
Knowledge  fliall  fail,  and  prophecy  fhall  ceafe  ; 
But  lalting  Charity's  more  ample  fway. 
Nor  bound  by  time,  nor  fubjeft  to  decay, 
In  happy  triuiirph  fhall  for  ever  live. 
And  endlefs  good  diffufe,  and  endlefs  praife  receive. 

As,  through  the  artifl's  iritervening  glafs, 
Our  eye  obferves  the  dilhant  planets  pafs, 
A  little  we  difcover,  bilt  allow 
That  more  remains  unfeen,  than  art  can  fhow  : 
So,  whilft  our  mind  Its  knowledge  would  improve 
:i{Its  feeble  eye  Intent  on  things  above), 

High 
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ITigh  as  we  may,  we  lift  our  reafon  up, 
By  Faith  directed,  and  confirm'dby  Hope  ; 
Yet  we  are  able  only  to  furvey 
Dawning  of  beams,  and  promifes  of  day. 
Heaven's  fuller  effluence  mocks  our  dazzled  fight; 
Too  great  its  fwiftnefs,  and  too  flrong  its  light. 

But  foon  the  mediate  clouds  (hall  be  difpell'd^ 
The  fun  fhall  foon  be  face  to  face  beheld, 
In  all  his  robc^,  with  all  his  glory  on. 
Seated  fubhme  on  his  meridian  throne. 

Then  conftant  Faith  and  holy  Hope  fhall  die, 
One  loft  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy  : 
Whilft  thou,  more  happy  power,  fair  Chanty, 
Triumphant  fifter,  greatcft  of  the  three, 
Thy  office  and  thy  nature  ftill  the  fame, 
Lafting  thy  lamp,  and  unconfum'd  thy  flame. 
Shall  Hill  furvlve — 

Shalt  ftand  before  the  hoft  of  heaven  confeft, 
J^or  ever  bleffing,  and  for  ever  bleiL 
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T  T  oft'  to  many  has  fuccefsful  been, 

•*-  Upon  his  arm  to  let  his  miftrefs  lean, 

Or  with  her  airy  fan  to  cool  her  heat. 

Or  gently  fqueeze  her  knees,  or  prefs  Iier  feet. 

All  public  fports,  to  favour  young  defire. 

With  opportunities  like  this  confpire. 

Ev' 
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Ev'n  where  his  fl^ill  the  gladiator  fliows, 
With  human  blood  where  the  Arena  flows  ; 
There  oftentimes  Love's  quiver-bearing  boy 
Prepares  his  bow  and  arrows  to  deftroy  : 
While  the  fpeftator  gazes  on  the  fight, 
And  fees  them  wound  each  other  with  delight  5 
While  he  his  pretty  miflrefs  entertains, 
And  wagers  with  her  who  the  conqueft  gains  ; 
Shly  the  God  takes  aim,  and  hits  his  heart. 
And  in  the  wounds  he  fees  he  bears  his  part. 


ENGRAV.ED   ON,   A   COLUMN    IN   THE    CHURCH   OF   HAL- 
STEAD    IN    ESSEX  ; 

THE    SPIRE    OF   WHICH,    BURNT     DOV/ N    BY.    LIGHTNING, 

WAS    REBUILT     AT     THE     EXPENCK    OF     MR.    SAMUEL 

FISKE,  I717. 

T  "TIEW  not  this  fpire  by  meafure  given 

^        To  buildings  rais'd  by  common  hands ; 
That  fab  rick  rifes  kigh  as  heaven, 

Whofe  bafis  on  devotion  Hands. 
While  yet  we  draw  this  vital  breath. 

We  can  our  Eaith  and  Hope  declare ; 
But  Charity  beyond  our  death 

Will  ever  in  our  works  appear. 
Bell  be  he  call'd  among  good  men. 

Who  to  his  God  this  column  rais'd  : 

Thougl* 
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Though  h'ghtning  {Irike  the  dome  again. 
The  man,  who  built  it,  fhall  be  prais'd  : 

Yet  fpires  and  towers  in  dull  fhall  lie, 
The  weak  efforts  of  human  pains ; 

And  Faith  and  Hope  themfelves  fliall  die> 
While  deathlefs  Charity  remains. 


ALMA: 


[     HO     3 


A  L  M  A: 

THE    PROGRESS   OF  THE   MIND. 

IN    THREE    CANTOS. 

Tlav^iCC  yiXuq,  }^  TTocvlcx.  Kovie,  «J  'rrcivlet,  to  y.r.oiv* 
Tlii'jloc  7^p  l|  oKoym  er*  Tel  '^syvo.asyot. 

In  cert.  ap.  Sto"b?eiim, 

C      A      N      T      O  I. 

"A  yTATTHEW  *  met  Richard  f,  when  or  were 

•^^-*-  From  llory  is  not  mighty  clear : 

Of  many  knotty  points  they  fpoke, 

And/ro  and  con  by  turns  they  took. 

Rats  half  the  maniifcript  have  eat :  5 

Dire  hunger !  which  we  ftill  regret. 

O  !  may  they  ne'er  again  digeft 

The  horrors  of  fo  fad  a  fviaft  ! 

Yet  lefs  our  grief,  if  what  remains, 

Dear  Jacob  J,  by  thy  care  and  pains  i© 

*  Himfelf.         +  Mr.  Shelton.         f  Tonfon. 

Shall 
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Shall  be  to  future  times  convey 'd. 
It  thus  begins : 

*  *   x-  *         Here  Matthew  faid^ 

Alma  in  verfe,  in  profe  the  Mind,.  ^ 

By  Ariftotle's  pen  defni'd,  \  S'"^^^^       I-5 

Throughout  the  body  fquat  or  tall,,    . 
Is,  hond  fide^  all  in  all. 
And  yet,  flap-dafh,  is  all  again 
In  every  finew,  nerve,  and  vein  : 

Runs  here  and  there,  hke  Hamlet's  ghofl  ;  20 

While  every  where  fne  rules  the  roail. 

This^^^f-w,  Richard,  we  are  told. 
The  men  of  O  xford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wits,  you  know,  deny 
With  tp[e  dixit  to  comply.  2^ 

They  fay  (for  in  good  truth  they  fpeak 
With  fmall  refped  of  that  old  Greek),       ? 
That,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder^ 

Alma,  they  ib-enuoufly  maintain,  30 

Sits  cock-horfe  on  her  throne  the  brain  ; 
And  from  that  feat  of  thought  difpenfes 
Her  fovereign  pleafure  to  the  fenfes. 
Two  optic  nerves,  they  fay,  fhe  ties, 
Like  fpedlacles,  acrofs  the  eyes  ;  3^ 

By  which  the  fpirits  bring  her  word. 
Whene'er  the  balls  are  fix'd  or  ftirr'd. 
How  quick  at  park  and  play  they  ftrikc  ; 
The  duke  they  court ;  the  toafl  they  like  ; 

And 
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And  at  St.  James's  turn  their  grace  49 

From  former  friends  now  out  of  place. 

Without  thefe  aids,  to  be  more  ferious,  ^a.M 

Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious  :     p^r       ^ 
The  eyes  might  have  confpir'd  her  ruin,  '^.V'^^ 

And  (he  not  known  what  they  were  doing,  45* 

Foolifh  It  had  been,  and  unkind. 
That  they  ftiould  fee,  and  fhe  be  blind. 

Wife  Nature  like  wife,  they  fuppofe, 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  nofe  : 
Could  Alma  elfe  v/ith  judgment  tell  50 

When  callage  llinks,  or  rofes  fmell  ? 
Or  who  would  aflc  for  her  opinion 
Between  an  oyjler  and  an  onion  P 
For  from  moll  bodies,  Dick,  you  know^ 
Some  little  bits  aflc  leave  to  flow ;  55 

And,  as  through  thefe  canals  they  roll,       , 
Bring  up  a  fami:>le  of  the  whole  ;  ,,«1-'''' 

Like  footmen  running  before  coaches, 
To  tell  the  Inn,  what  lord  approaches.  x.  * 

By  nerves  about  our  palate  plac'd,  .->/*'     6^ 


Elfe  (difmal  thought ! )  our  warlike  men 


She  llkewife  iudcces  of  the  tafte.  '^St  '^ 

Might  drink  thick  port  for  fine  champagne  ;    )  ^C^' 

And  our  ill-judging  wives  and  daughters 

Miftake  fmall-beer  for  aVro/z-waters.  6§ 

Hence  too,  that  flie  might  better  hear, 
She  fets  a  drum  at  either  ear : 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harfli  or  fweet. 
Are  but  th'  alarums  which  they  beat. 

Laft 
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Laft,  to  enjoy  her  fcnfc  of  feeling  70 

•'(A  thing  (lie  much  delights  to  deal  in), 
A  thoufand  little  nerves  fhe  fends 
Quite  to  our  toes,  and  fingers*  ends  ; 
And  thefe  in  gratitude  again 

Return  their  fpirits  to  the  brain  ;  fj^ 

In  which  their  figure  being  printed 
(As  jull  before,  I  think,  I  hinted). 
Alma  informed  can  try  the  cafe, 
As  fhe  had  been  upon  the  place. 

Thus,  while  the  judge  gives  different  journies       So 
To  country  council  and  attornies,  ' 

He  on  the  bench  in  quiet  fits,  u,^'^^' 

Deciding,  as  they  bring  the  writs,  ',    ^  v" 

The  Pope  thus  prays  and  fleeps  at  Rome, 
And  very  feldom  ftirs  from  home  :  f^ 

Yet,  fending  forth  his  holy  fpies. 
And  having  heard  what  they  advife, 
He  rules  the  church's  blefl  dominions. 
And  fets  men's  faith  by  his  opinions. 

The  fcholars  of  the  Stagyrite,  go 

Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight. 
Would  make  their  modern  friends  confefs 
The  difference  but  from  more  to  lefs. 
The  Mind,  fay  they,  while  you  fuftain 
To  hold  her  ftation  in  the  brain  ;  i^r 

You  grant,  at  lead,  fne  is  extended : 
JErgo  the  whole  difpute  is  ended. 
For  till  to-morrow  fhould  you  plead, 
From  form  and  flrudure  of  the  head, 

a  The 
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The  Mind  as  vifibly  is  feen  It5a> 

Extended  through  the  whole  machine*.  vsf,^,ch^^^'^'^ 

Why  fhould  all  honour  then  be  Fa'en  ^ 

From  lower  parts  to  load  the  brain,. 

When  other  limbs  we  plainly  fee, 

Each  in  his  way,  as  brills:  as  he  ?  10^- 

For  mufic,  grant  the  head  receive  it. 

It  is  the  artill's  hand  that  gave  it ; 

And,  though  the  flviill  may  wear  the  laurel^. 

The  foldier's  arm  fuftains  the  ciiarrel. 

Befides,  the  noftrils,  ear?,  and  eyes,  HO. 

Are  not  his  parts,  but  his  aUies  ; 

Ev'n  what  you  hear  the  tongue  proclaim^!   \\^^.^         .*J^ 

Comes  ab  ong'me  from  them.  ;  \.,^j,a/J(/L    jl^^ 

What  could  the -liead  perform  aloae,,  ^    ,y«^^' 

If  all  their  friendly  aids  were  gone  ^  ri5^ 

A  foollfli  figure  he  mull  make  ; 

Do  nothing  elfe  but  fleep  and  ake. 

Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  fhow- 
How  to  the  head  the  fpirits  go  j 

Thpfe  fpirits  ftarted  from  fome  goal,  1-20 

Before  they  through  the  veins  could  rolL 
Now,  v/e  fhotsld  hold  them  much  to  blame,, 
If  they  went  back,  before  they  came. 

If  therefore,  as  we  muil  fuppofe, 
They  came  from  fingers,  and  from  toes  ;    >-.  f)i^    125 
Or  toes,  or  fingers,,  in  this  cafe,  ' ' '      ..   r;^^'  A 

Of  Num-fcuIPs  felf  fhould  take  the  place  :,        ^o  .^\ 
Difputing  fair,  you  grant, thus  much,.       /      t^^.^*'  f^ 
That  all  fenfation  is  but  touch.  v.  ■^'^" 

Dip 


K( 
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Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water,  1 30 

Their  correfpondcnt  teeth  will  chatter : 

And,  ftrike  the  bottom  of  your  feet, 

You  fet  your  head  into  a  heat. 

The  bully  beat,  and  happy  lover, 

Confefs  that  feeling  lies  all  over.  135 

Note  here,  Loicretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  learn  from  Creech) 
That  eyes  were  made,  but  could  not  view. 
Nor  hands  embrace,  nor  feet  purfue  ;       f-"--'  ^ 
But  heedlefs  Nature  did  produce  (j^^  '4^ 

The  members  firft,  and  then  the  ufe. 
What  each  mud  a£l  was  yet  unknown. 
Till  all  is  mov'd  by  Chance  alone. 

A  man  firft  builds  a  country-feat. 
Then  finds  the  walls  not  good  to  eat»  14^ 

Another  plants,  and  wondering  fees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  on  his  trees. 
Yet  Poet  and  Philofopher 
Was  he,  who  durll  fuch  whims  aver, 
Bleft,  for  his  fake,  be  human  reafon,  150 

That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  feafon* 
But  no  man  fure  e'er  left  his  houfe, 

And  faddled  Ball,  with  thoughts  fo  wild,. 
To  bring  a  midwife  to  his  fpoufe, 

Before  he  knew  {he  was  with -child.  155 

And  no  man  ever  reapt  his  corn,    . 

Or  from  the  oven  drew  his  bread. 
Ere  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  born. 

That  taught  them  both  to  fow  and  knead. 

Vol.  XXXIII.  L  Before 
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Before  they're  aflc'd,  can  maids  refufe  ?  i6o 

Can — Pray,  fays  Dick,  hold  in  your  Mufe. 

While  you  Pindaric  truths  rehearfe. 

She  hobbles  in  alternate  verfe. 

Verfe  !   Mat  replyM  ;  is  that  my  care  ? 

Go  on,  quoth  Richard,  foft  and  fair.  165 

This  looks,  friend  Dick,  as  Nature  had 
But  exercis'd  t\iQ  faleftnan^s  trade  ; 
As  if  file  haply  had  fat  down, 
And  cut  out  clothes  for  all  the  town  ; 
Then  fent  them  out  to  Monmouth-ftrect,  1 70 

To  try  what  perfons  they  would  fit.  . 

But  every  free  and  licensed  taylor  CX'^'^  -  ^^**' 

Would  in  this  the/is  find  a  failure.  '  -^^^a  1 

Should  whims  like  thefe  his  head  perplex,  'Aj^'^^t 
How  could  he  work  for  either  fex  ?  -^j-':         1 75 

His  clothes,  as  atoms  might  prevail,  "^  ^% 

Might  fit  a  pifmire,  or  a  whale.  ''" 

No,  no  ;  he  views  wath  fludious  pleafure 
Your  fnape,  before  he  takes  your  m.eafure. 
For  real  Kate  he  made  the  boddice,  180 

And  not  for  an  ideal  goddefs. 
No  error  near  his  (hop-board  lurk'd  : 
He  knew  the  folks  for  whom  he  work'd ; 
Still  to  their  fize  he  aim'd  his  fkill : 
Elfe,  pr'ythee,  who  would  pay  his  bill  ?  1 85 

Next,  Dick,  If  Chance  herfelf  iliould  var)', 
Obferve,  how  matters  would  mifcarry  : 
Acrofs  your  eyes,  friend,  place  your  fiioes ; 
Your  fpe6lacles  upon  your  toes : 

Then 
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Tfien  you  and  Memmius  fhall  agree  190 

How  nicely  men  would  walk,  or  fee. 

But  WIfdom,  peevifh  and  crofs-grain'd, 
Mull  be  oppos'd,  to  be  fuftain'd  ; 
And  flill  your  knowledge  will  incrcafe, 
As  you  make  other  people*s  lefs.  1 95 

In  arms  and  fcience  'tis  the  fame  : 
Our  rival's  hurts  create  our  fame. 
At  Fuubert's,  if  difputes  arife 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prize, 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt,  2 CO 

John  fliews  the  chalk  on  Robert's  coat. 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book, 
It  tells  where  other  folks  miftook  : 
And,  as  their  notions  you  confound, 
Thofe  you  invent  get  farther  ground.  205 

The  commentators  on  old  Ari- 
ftotle  ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vaiy  i 
'J'hey  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 
The  image  of  his  general  thought ; 
Juft  as  the  melancholic  eye  210 

Sees  fleets  and  armies  in  the  (ley  ; 
And  to  the  poor  apprentice  ear 
The  bells  found,  "  Whittington  lord  mayor." 
The  conjuror  thus  explains  his  fc/jsme  ; 
Thus  fpirits  walk,  and  prophets  dreanr;  215 

North  Britons  thus  \\7i.vt  fdcond-figkt ; 
And  Gennan:,  free  from  gun-fhot,  fight. 

Theodoret  arid  Origen, 
And  fifty  other  learned  men, 

L  2  A.tteft, 
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Atteft,  that,  if  their  comments  find  220 

The  traces  of  the'r  mailer's  mind,  4'-^t>*.H 

Alma  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die  :         C\y^J^'^'^  ^  ^ 

This  flatly  t'  other  fed  deny  ;  %  . 

Simplicius,  Theophraft,  Durand,  15<f^^^- 

Great  names,  but  hard  in  verfe  to  fland.  225 

They  wonder  men  fhould  have  miftook 

The  tenets  of  their  mailer's  book, 

And  hold,  that  Alma  yields  her  breath, 

O'ercome  by  age,  and  feiz'd  by  death. 

Now  which  were  wife  ?  and  which  were  fools  ?       23a 

Poor  Alma  fits  between  two  ftools  : 

The  more  Ihe  reads,  the  more  perplext ; 

The  comment  ruining  the  text : 

Now  fears,  now  hopes,  her  doubtful  fate  : 

But,  Richard,  let  her  look  to  that—  235 

Whihl:  we  our  own  affairs  purfue. 

Thefe  different  ^/jy^c-wj-,  old  or  new, 
A  man  with  half  an  eye  may  fee. 
Were  only  form'd  to  difagree. 

New,  to  bring  things  to  fair  conclufion,  240 

And  fave  much  Chrillian  ink's  effufion, 
Let  me  propofe  an  heslmg  fe/jemey 
And  fail  along  the  middle  ftream  :  ^  ^f^'^'^  - " 

For,  Dick,  if  we  could  reconcile     ~{    ''    ^4 

Old  Ariftotle  with  Gaffendus,      (^    ^.^S^"^     HS 
How  many  would  admire  our  toil !  ;  ^ 

And  y*ft  how  few  would  comprehend  us ! 

Here,  Richard,  let  my  fcheme  commence  : 
Oh  !  may  my  words  be  loH  in  fenfe  I 

While 
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"UHiile  pleas'd  Thalia  deigns  to  write  250 

The  flips  and  bounds  of  Alma's  flight. 

My  fimple  fyfiem  rtiall  fuppofe 
That  Alma  enters  at  the  toes ; 
That  then  fhe  mounts  by  juft  degrees 
Up  to  the  ancles,  legs,  and  knees ;  255 

Next,  as  the  fop  of  life  docs  rife, 
She  lends  her  vigour  to  the  thighs  ; 
And,  all  thefe  under-rcgions  pad. 
She  neflles  fomewhere  near  the  waift  ; 
Gives  pain  or  pleafure,  grief  or  laughter,  266 

As  we  fhall  fhew  at  large  hereafter. 
Mature,  if  not  improved  by  time. 
Up  to  the  heart  Ihe  loves  to  climb ; 
From  thence,  compell'd  by  craft  and  age, 
She  makes  the^'head  her  latell  ftage.  265 

From  the  feet  upward  to  the  head — 
Pithy  and  fhort,  fays  Dick,  proceed. 

Dick,  this  is  not  an  idle  notion  : 
Obferve  the  progrefs  of  the  motion. 
Firft,  I  demonilratively  prove  270 

That  feet  were  only  made  to  move  ; 
And  legs  defire  to  come  and  go, 
For  they  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Hence,  long  before  the  child  can  crawl. 
He  learns  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  fprawl :  275 

To  hinder  which,  your  midwife  knows 
To  bind  thofe  parts  extremely  clofe  ; 
Left:  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in, 
And  ftunn'd  at  her  own  chrifl:ening's  din, 

L  3  Fearful 


} 
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Fearful  of  future  grief  and  pain,  280 

Should  filently  fneak  out  again. 

Full  piteous  feems  young  Alma's  cafe  ; 

As  in  a  lucklefs  gamefter's  place, 

She  would  not  play,  yet  mull  not  pafs. 

Again  ;  as  (he  grows  fomcthing  Itronger,  285 

And  mailer's  feet  are  fwath'd  no  longer, 
If  in  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks. 
Or  fliews  his  loco-motive  tricks  ; 
Thefe  firft  aflaults  fat  Kate  repays  him  ;  . 
When  half  afleep,  fhe  overlays  him.  2 90 

Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
That  children  tread  this  worldly  ftage, 
Broom-Ilaff  or  poker  they  beftride, 
And  round  the  parlour  love  to  ride  ; 
Till  thoughtful  father's  pious  care  295 

Provides  his  brood,  next  Smithlield  Fair, 
With  fupplemental  hobby-horfes  : 
And  happy  be  their  infant  courfes  ! 

Hence  for  fome  years  they  ne'er  Hand  ftill : 
Their  legs,  you  fee,  direct  their  will ;  300 

From  opening  morn  tiU  fetting  fun,  "S-*"  \      i 

Around  the  fields  and  woods  they  run  ;      -XO'^t'^^y 
They  frifl^,  and  dance,  and  leap,  and  play,    '  '^^■'^y^* 
Nor  heed  what  Freind  or  Snape  can  fay.        ,{**'' 

To  her  next  llage  as  Alma  flies,  305 

And  Hkes,  as  I  have  faid,  the  thighs, 
With  fympathetic  power  fhe  warms 
Their  good  allies  and  friends,  the  arms  5 

While 
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While  Betty  dances  on  the  green, 

And  Sufan  is  at  ilool-ball  Teen  ;  310 

While  John  for  nine-pins  does  declare, 

And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar  : 

Both  legs  and  arms  fpontaneous  move  ; 

Which  was  the  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

Another  motion  now  (he  makes  :  315 

O  need  I  name  the  feat  fhe  takes  ? 
His  thought  quite  chang'd  the  ilriphng  finds  ; 
The  fport  and  race  no  more  he  minds ; 
Negle(^\ed  Tray  and  Pointer  lie, 

And  CO  vies  unmoleiled  fly.  ^^0 

Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves. 
And  for  the  nymph  in  fecret  grieves. 
In  dying  accents  he  complains 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  pains. 

The  nymph  too  longs  to  be  alone,  325 

Leaves  all  the  fwains,  and  fighs  for  one. 
The  nymph  is  warm'd  with  young  dcfire. 
And  feels,  and  dies  to  quench  his  fire. 
Tliey  meet  each  evening  in  the  grove  ; 
Their  parley  but  augments  their  love  :  330 

So  to  the  prieil  their  cafe  they  tell : 
He  ties  the  knot ;  and  all  goes  well. 

But,  O  my  Mufe,  juil  diilance  keep  ; 
Thou  art  a  maid,  and  muft  not  peep. 
In  nine  months  time  the  boddice  loofe,  335 

And  petticoats  too  (hort,  difclofe 
That  at  this  age  the  a-ilive  mind 
About  the  waiil  lies  mod  confined  ; 

L  4.  And 
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And  that  young  life  and  quickening  fenfe 

Spring  from  his  influence  darted  thence.  340 

So  from  the  middle  of  the  \rorld 

The  Sun's  prolific  rays  are  hurl'd  ; 

^Tis  from  that  feat  he  darts  thofe  beams. 

Which  quicken  Earth  with  genial  flames. 

Dick,  who  thus  long  iiad  pafiive  fat,  345 

Here  ilrok'd  his  chin,  and  cock'd  his  hat ; 
Then  flapped  his  hand  upon  the  board. 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  his  word. 
Love's  advocates,  fweet  Sir,  would  find  him 
A  higher  place  than  you  aflign'd  him.  350 

Love's  advocates  !   Dick,  who  are  thofe  ? — 
"The  Poets,  you  may  well  fuppofe. 
I'm  forrj',  Sir,  you  have  difcarded 
The  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded. 
Profe-men  alone  for  private  ends,  355 

I  thought,  forfook  their  ancient  friends. 
In  cor  Jiillaviti  cries  Lucretius  ; 
If  he  may  be  allow'd  to  teach  us. 
The  felf-fame  thing  foft  Ovid  fays 
{A  proper  judge  in  fuch  a  cafe).  360 

Horace's  phrafe  is,  torret  jecur  ; 
And  happy  was  that  curious  fpeaker. 
Here  Virgil  too  has  plac'd  this  paffion. 
What  fignifies  too  long  quotation  ? 
In  Ode  and  Epic,  plain  the  cafe  is,  'Tf^^ 

That  Love  holds  one  of  thefe  two  places. 

Dick,  without  paflion  or  rcfleftion, 
I'll  fu-ait  demolifli  this  objedion, 

Eirft, 
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FIrft,  Poets,  all  the  world  agrees, 
Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  pleafe.  370 

Matter  and  figure  they  produce  ;  \-  ',  '• 

For  garnifh  this,  and  that  for  ufe  ; 
And,  in  the  ftrufture  of  their  feafts. 
They  feek  to  feed  and  picafe  their  gucfls : 
But  one  may  balk  this  good  intent,  375 

And  take  things  otherwife  than  meant. 
Thus,  if  you  dine  with  my  lord  mayor, 
Roaft-beef  and  venifon  is  your  fare  ; 
Thence  you  proceed  to  fwan  and  buflard, 
And  perfevere  in  tart  and  cuftard ;  389 

But  tul'p-kaves  and  lemon-peel 
Help  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 
And  painted  flags,  fuperb  and  neat. 
Proclaim  you  Avelcome  to  the  treat. 
The  man  of  fenfe  his  meat  devours,  385 

But  only  fmells  the  peel  and  flowers  ; 
And  he  muft  be  an  idle  dreamer. 
Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  flreamcr. 

That  Cupid  goes  with  bow  and  arrows, 
And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  fparrows,  390 

Is  all  but  emblem,  to  acquaint  one. 
The  fon  is  fharp,  the  mother  wanton. 
Such  images  have  fometimcs  fhown 
A  myftic  fenfe,  but  oftencr  none. 
For  who  conceives,  what  bards  devife,  395 

That  heaven  is  plac'd  in  Cclia's  eyes  ;    •   ,    . 
Or  where's  the  fcnfc,  dirert  and  moral, 
That  teeth  are  pearl,  or  lips  are  coral  ? 

Your 
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Your  Horace  owns,  he  various  writ. 
As  wild  or  fober  maggots  bit :  400 

And,  where  too  much  the  poet  ranted, 
The  fage  Philofopher  recanted. 
His  grave  EpilUes  may  difprove 
The  wanton  Odes  he  made  to  love. 

Lucretius  keeps  a  mighty  pother  405 

With  Cupid  and  his  fancy'd  mother  ; 
Calls  her  great  Queen  of  Earth  and  Air, 
Declares  that  winds  and  feas  obey  her  ; 
And,  while  her  honour  he  rehearfes, 
Implores  her  to  inlpire  his  verfes.  41 0 

Yet,  free  from  this  poetic  madnefs, 
Next  page  he  fays,  in  fober  fadnefs. 
That  (lie  and  all  her  fellow-gods 
Sit  idling  in  their  high  abodes, 

Regardlefs  of  this  world  below,  415 

Our  health  or  hanging,  weal  or  woe  ; 
Nor  once  difturb  their  heavenly  fpirits 
With  Scapin's  cheats,  or  Casfar's  merits. 

Nor  e'er  can  Latin  Poets  prove 
Where  lies  the  real  feat  of  Love.  420 

Jeciir  they  burn,  and  Cor  they  pierce. 
As  either  bed  fupplies  their  verfe  ; 
And,  if  folks  ailc  the  reafon  for't. 
Say,  one  was  long,  and  t'other  fnort. 
Thus,  I  prefume,  the  Britifli  Mufe  425 

May  take  the  freedom  Grangers  ufe. 
In  profe  our  property  is  greater  : 
Why  fhould  it  then  be  lefs  in  metre  ? 

If 
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If  Cupid  throws  a  fmgle  dart, 

We  make  him  wound  the  lover's  heart  :  430 

But,  if  he  takes  his  bow  and  quiver  ; 

'Tis  fure,  he  mud  transfix  the  I'lVcr  :  a.     -i 

For  rhyme  with  reafon  may  difpenfe^'j  ^oA^"^  ',•, 

And  found  has  right  to  govern  fenfe. '    "^'TD^'*" 

But  let  your  friends  in  verfe  fuppofe,  435 

What  ne'er  fhall  be  allovx^'d  in  profe  ; 
Anatomijls  can  make  it  clear, 
The  liver  minds  his  own  affair  ; 
Kindly  fiipphes  our  public  ufes, 

And  parts  and  ilrains  the  vital  juices  ;  440 

Still  lays  fome  ufeful  bile  afide. 
To  tinge  the  chyle's  infipid  tide  : 
Elfe  we  fhould  want  both  gibe  and  fatyr ; 
And  all  be  buril  with  pure  good-nature. 
Now  gall  is  bitter  with  a  witnefs,  44J 

And  love  is  all  delight  and  fvveetnefs. 
My  logic  then  has  loft  its  aim. 
If  fweet  and  bitter  be  the  fame  : 
And  he,  methinks,  is  no  great  fcholar. 
Who  can  miftake  defire  for  choler.  450 

The  like  m.ay  of  the  heart  be  faid  ; 
Courage  and  terror  there  are  bred. 
All  thofe,  whofe  hearts  are  loofe  and  low, 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo  : 
And  mighty  phyfical  their  fear  is  ;  455 

For,  foon  as  noife  of  combat  near  is, 
Their  heart,  defcending  to  their  breeches, 
Muft  give  their  ftomach  cruel  twitches. 

But 
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But  heroes,  who  o'ercome  or  die, 

Have  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high  ;  460 

The  ftrings  of  which,  in  battles  heat, 

Againft  their  very  corjlets  beat ; 

Keep  time  with  their  own  trumpet's  meafure, 

And  yield  them  moll  exceffive  pleafure. 

Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart  465 

That  courage  does  itfelf  exert, 
'Twill  be  prodigious  hard  to  prove 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  Love. 
Would  Nature  make  one  place  the  feat 
Of  fond  defire,  and  fell  debate  ?  470 

Mull  people  only  take  delight  \\\  ^         .  |^ 

Thofe  hours,  when  they  are  tir'd  of  fighting  ?| 
And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 
A  father,  right  to  get  a  child  ? 

Thefe  notions  then  I  think  but  idle  ;      "    ""  '        475 
And  Love  fhall  ilill  pofTefs  the  middle.     ^.^^-^ 

This  truth  more  plainly  to  difcover, 
Suppofe  your  Hero  were  a  Lover. 
Though  he  before  bad  gall  and  rage, 
Wliich  death  or  conqueil  mud  affuage,  480 

He  grows  difpirited  and  low  ; 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  fhuns  the  foe. 

In  fcornful  floth  Achilles  (lept, 
And  for  his  wench,  like  Tall-boy,  wept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  flaughter,  485 

Till  they  brought  back  the  Parfon's  daughter. 

Antonius  fled  from  Aftium's  coail, 
Auguflus  prefling,  Afia  loll : 

His 
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His  fails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurPd, 

To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world.  490 

Edward  our  Fourth,  rcver'd  and  crown'd. 

Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd  ; 

While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  care, 

Defign'd  him  GalHa's  beauteous  heir  ; 

Chang'd  peace  and  power,  for  rage  and  wars,         495 

Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tears. — 

France's  fourth  Henry  we  may  fee 
A  fervant  to  the  fair  d'Eftree ; 
When,  quitting  Coutras'  profperous  field. 
And  Fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield,  500 

He  from  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Difguis'd  o'er  hills  and  vallies  went, 
To  wanton  with  the  fprightly  dame  ; 

And  in  his  pleafure  loll  his  fame. 

Bold  is  the  critic  who  dares  prove  ^c^ 

Thefe  heroes  were  no  friends  to  love  ; 

And  bolder  he,  who  dares  aver 

That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 

Yet,  when  their  thought  fhould,  now  or  n£ver. 

Have  rais'd  their  heart,  or  fir'd  their  /k'<?r,  510 

Fond  Alma  to  thofe  parts  was  gone. 

Which  Love  more  juftly  calls  his  own. 
Examples  I  could  cite  you  more  ; 

But  be  contented  with  thefe  four : 

For,  when  one's  proofs  are  aptly  chofen,  515 

Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dozen. 

One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome ; 

The  other  two  grew  nearer  home. 

For 
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For  fome  In  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  moderns  write  :  C20 

Now  I  (hould  be  extremely  loth,  ^t''^"' 

Not  to  be  thought  expert  in  both. 


CANTO  tl. 

"OUT  fhall  we  take  the  Mufe  abroad, 

-*-^  To  drop  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 

And  leave  our  fubjeft  in  the  middle, 

As  Butler  did  his  Bear  and  Fiddle  ? 

Yet  he,  confummate  mailer,  knew  5 

"When  to  recede,  and  where  purfue : 

His  noble  negligences  teach 

What  others  toils  defpair  to  reach. 

He,  perfeft  dancer,  climbs  the  rope, 

And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  :  10 

If,  after  fome  diftinguifh'd  leap, 

He  drops  his  pole,  and  feems  to  flip, 

Straight  gathering  all  his  aftive  ftrength, 

He  rifes  higher  half  his  length. 

With  wonder  you  approve  his  flight,  15 

And  owe  your  pleafure  to  your  fright. 

But  like  poor  Andrew  I  advance, 

Falfe  mimic  of  my  mailer's  dance  ; 

Around  the  cord  awhile  I  fprawl,  1 

And  thence,  though  low,  in  earneft  fall,  20 

My  preface  teUs  you,  I  digrefs'd  :        ^ 
He's  half  abfolv'd  who  has  confefs'd. 

I  like. 
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I  like,  quoth  Dick,  jo\xy  finillct 
And,  in  return,  take  two  from  me. 
As  mailers  in  the  dare  oh/cure  \  25 

With  various  light  your  eyes  alUire, 
A  flaming  yellow  here  they  fpread, 
Draw  off  in  blue,  or  charge  in  red  ; 
Yet,  from  thefe  colours  oddly  mix'd. 
Your  fight  upon  the  whole  is  fix'd :  30 

Or  as,  again,  your  courtly  dames 
(Whofe  clothes  returning  birth-day  claims) 
By  arts  improve  the  Huffs  they  vary, 
And  things  are  beft  as  moil  contrary  ; 
The  gown,  with  iliff  embroidery  fhining,  35 

Looks  charming  with  a  (lighter  lining  ; 
The  out-,  if  Indian  figure  (lain. 
The  in-fide  mull  be  rich  and  plain.  ;■  '■ 

So  you  great  authors  have  thought  fit  ^      -''■^ ^ 
To  make  digreflicn  temper  wit :  /^    ^  40 

When  arguments  too  fiercely  glare, 
You  calm  them  with  a  milder  air : 
To  break  their  points,  you  turn  their  force, 
And  furbelonv  the  plain  difcourfe. 

Richard,  quoth  Mat,  thefe  words  of  thine  45 

Speak  fomething  fly,  and  fomething  fine  : 
But  I  fliall  e'en  refume  my  themcy 
Hov.-ever  thou  may'fl:  praife  or  blame. 

As  people  marry  nov/,  and  fettle, 
Fierce  Love  abates  his  ufual  mettle  :  50 

Worldly  defires,  and  houfehold  cares, 
Dillurb  the  Godhead's  foft  affairs  : 

2  So 
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So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes. 

In  larger  compafs  Alma  ranges, 

This  day  below,  the  next  above,  55 

As  light  or  foiid  whimfies  move. 

So  merchant  has  his  hoiife  in  town, 

And  coimtiy-feat  near  Banfted-down  : 

From  one  he  dates  his  foreign  letters, 

Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors  :  60 

In  t'other,  at  his  hours  of  leifure. 

He  fmokcs  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleafure. 

And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Laih'd  on  by  time,  grov/s  tir'd  and  ftupid. 
For  (lory  and  experience  tell  us  6^ 

That  man  grows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
Both  would  their  little  ends  fecure  ; 
He  fighs  for  freedom,  fhe  for  power  : 
His  v/ifhes  tend  abroad  to  roam. 

And  hers  to  domineer  at  home.  70 

Thus  palTion  flags  by  flow  degrees. 
And,  ruffled  more,  delighted  lefs. 
The  bufy  mind  does  feldom  go 
To  thofe  once-charming  feats  below  ; 
But,  in  the  breall  incamp'd,  prepares  75 

For  well-bred  feints  and  future  wars» 
The  man  fufpedls  his  lady's  crying 
(When  he  lall  autumn  lay  a-dying) 
Was  but  to  gain  him  to  appoint  her 
By  codicil  a  larger  jointure.  80 

The  woman  finds  it  all  a  trick, 
That  he  could  fwoon  when  flie  was  fick  ; 

And 
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And  knows  that  in  that  grief  he  reckon'd  |  J'^'       \ 
On  black-ey'd  Sufan  for  his  fecond.  f^  \..^- 

Thus,  having  drove  fome  tedious  years  85 

With  feign'd  dcfires,  and  real  fears  ; 
And,  tir'd  with  anfwers  and  repHes 
Of  John  affirms,  and  Martha  Hes, 
Leaving  this  endlefs  altercation. 
The  mind  affects  a  higher  ftation.  96 

Poltis,  that  generous  king  of  Thrace, 
I  think,  was  in  this  very  cafe. 
All  Alia  now  was  by  the  ears, 
And  Gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 
To  Greece  and  Troy  ;   while  Poltis  fat  95 

In  quiet  governing  his  ftate. 
And  whence,  faid  the  pacific  king. 
Does  all  this  noife  and  difcord  fpring  ? 
Why,  Paris  took  Atrides'  v/ife — 
With  eafe  I  could  compofc  tliis  ftrife  :  ICO 

The  injur'd  hero  fliould  not  lofe, 
Nor  the  young  lover  want  a  fpoufe. 
But  Helen  chang'd  her  firfl  condition, 
Without  her  hufband's  juft  permifiion. 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  ?  tOJ 

She  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good  man 
With  honour  take  her  back  again  ? 
Piom  hence  I  logically  gather, 

The  woman  cannot  live  with  either.  1 10 

Now,  I  have  two  right  honell  wives, 
For  whofe  pofTeflion  no  man  ftrives ; 

Vol.  XXXIII.  M  One 


i6i  P  R  I  O  R^S      POEMS. 

One  to  Atrides  I  will  fend, 

And  t'other  to  my  Trojan  friend. 

Each  prince  fhall  thus  with  honour  have  1 15 

What  both  fo  warmly  feem  to  crave  : 

The  wrath  of  Gods  and  man  ihall  ceafe, 

And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Dick,  if  this  llory  pleafeth  thee, 
Pray  thank  Dan  Pope,  who  told  it  me.  1 20 

Howe'er  fwift  Alma's  flight  may  vaiy, 
(Take  thi^  by  way  of  corollary) 
Some  limbs  flie  finds  the  very  fame^ 
In  place,  and  dignity,  and  name : 
Tbefe  dwell  at  fuch  convenient  difl;ance,  125 

That  each  may  give  his  friend  afliftance. 
Thus  he  who  runs  or  dances  begs 
The  equal  vigour  of  two  legs  ; 
So  much  to  both  does  Alma  truil, 
She  ne'er  regards  which  goes  the  firft.  130 

Teague  could  make  neither  of  them  (lay. 
When  with  himfelf  he  ran  away. 
The  man  who  ftruggles  in  the  fight 
Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  right ; 
For,  whiill  one  hand  exalts  the  blow,  135 

And  on  the  earth  extends  the  foe, 
T'other  would  take  it  wondrous  ill, 
If  in  your  pocket  he  lay  iiill. 
And,  when  you  fhoot,  and  fliut  one  eye, 
You  cannot  think  he  would  deny  1 40 

To  lend  the  other  friendly  aid, 
Or  wink  as  coward,  and  afraid. 

No, 
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No,  Sir ;  whilfl  he  wltlidraws  his  flame. 

His  comrade  takes  the  furer  aim. 

One  moment  if  his  beams  recede  ;  145 

As  foon  as  e'er  the  bird  is  dead, 

Opening  again,  he  lays  his  claim 

To  half  the  profit,  half  the  fame. 

And  helps  to  pocket  up  the  game. 

'Tis  thus  one  tradefman  flips  away,  150 

To  give  his  partner  fairer  play. 

Some  limbs  again,  in  bulk  or  (lature 
Unlike,  and  not  a-kin  by  nature. 
In  concert  ad,  like  modern  friends, 
Becaufe  one  fervcs  the  other's  ends.  155 

The  arm  thus  waits  upon  the  heart. 
So  quick  to  take  the  bully's  part. 
That  one,  though  warm,  decides  more  flow 
Than  t'other  executes  the  blow. 

A  fl;ander-by  may  chance  to  have  it,  1 60 

Ere  Hack  himfelf  perceives  he  gave  it. 

Tlie  amorous  eyes  thus  always  go 
A-ilrolling  for  their  friends  below  ; 
For,  long  before  the  fquire  and  dame 
Have  iite  a  tite  rehev'd  their  flame,  165 

Ere  vifits  yet  are  brought  about. 
The  eye  by  fympathy  looks  out. 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  her. 
And,  if  he  fees,  is  fure  to  greet  her. 
Though  at  fafli-window,  on  the  fl:airs,  1 70 

At  court,  nay  (authors  fay)  at  prayers.— 

M  2  The 
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The  funeral  of  fome  valiant  knight 
May  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
View  his  two  gauntlets  ;   thefe  declare 
That  both  his  hands  were  us'd  to  war.  1 75 

And  from  his  two  gilt  fpurs  'tis  learn'd 
His  feet  were  equally  concern'd. 
But  have  you  not  with  thought  beheld 
The  fword  hang  dangling  o'er  the  fhield  ? 
Which  fhews  the  breaft,  that  plate  was  us'd  to,       1 80 
Had  an  ally  right  arm  to  truft  to  : 
And,  by  the  peep-holes  in  his  crefl. 
Is  it  not  virtually  confeft 
That  there  his  eyes  took  diftant  aim, 
And  glanc'd  refped  to  that  bright  dame,  1 85 

In  whofe  delight  his  hope  was  center'd, 
And  for  whofe  glove  his  life  he  ventur'd  ? 

Objedlions  to  my  general  f;;jijiem 
May  rife  perhaps  ;   and  I  have  mill  them  : 
But  I  can  call  to  my  alTillance  190 

Proximity  (mark  that!)  and  diftance ; 
^    Can  prove  that  all  things,  on  occafion, 
\\^     Love  union,  and  4efire  adhefion  ; 
^     That  Alma  merely  is  a  fcale, 

^   V     And  motives,  like  the  weights,  prevail.  195 

.  ^iili  neither  fide  turn  down  nor  up, 
^  With  lofs  or  gain,  with  fear  or  hope, 
*^      The  balance  always  would  hang  even, 

Like  Mah'met's  tomb,  'twixt  earth  and  heav^D, 

This,  Ricl;iard,  is  a  curious  cafe  :  200 

Suppofe  your  eyes  fent  equal.rays 
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Upon  two  diftant  pots  of  ale,  '    •  v      - 

Not  knowing  which  was  mild  or  dale  :       >  ^^  ^   J"* 
In  this  fad  ftate  your  doubtful  choice  •.  -  v ' 

Would  never  have  the  cafting  voice  ;  ^>  205 

Which  bell  or  worft  you  could  not  think,  C*^^    ■^;'    ' 
And  die  you  muft  for  want  of  drink';       -j/^—   %?>. 
Unlefs  fome  chance  Inclines  your  fight,        ^  x^^ 
Setting  one  pot  in  fairer  light ;  ^ 

Then -you  prefer  or  A,  or  B,  210 

As  lines  and  angles  beil  agree  : 
Your  fenfe  refolv'd  impels  your  will : 
She  guides  your  hand — fo  drink  your  fill. 

Have  you  not  feen  a  baker's  maid 
BeUveen  two  equal  banniers  fway'd?  215 

Her  tallies  ufelefs  He,  and  idle, 
If  plac'd  exaftly  In  the  middle  : 
But,  forc'd  from  this  una,ctive  ftate 
By  virtue  of  fome  cafual  weight, 
Qn  either  fide  you  hear  them  clatter,  220 

And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

Now,  Richard,  this  coercive  force, 
Without  your  choice,  muft  take  its  courfe  ;• 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forth, 
Like  loaded  needles  to  the  north.  225 

And  thou  and- 1,  by  power  unfeen. 
Are  barely  pafiive,  and  fuck'd-in 
To  Henault's  vaults,  orCelia's  chamber. 
As  ftraw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If, 'we  fit  down  to  play  or  fet  230 

(Suppofe  at  oml>n  or  bajfd)^ 
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L.et  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools. 

Our  cards  and  we  are  equal  tools. 

We  fure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn  : 

Ourfelves  both  cut  and  fhuffled  them.  23^ 

In  vain  on  Fortune^s  aid  rely  : 

She  only  is  a  ftander-by. 

Poor  men  !   poor  papers  !   we  and  they 

Do  fome  impulfive  force  obey  : 

And  are  but  play'd  with — do  not  play.  24C 

But  fpace  and  matter  we  fhould  bkme  ; 

They  palm'd  the  trick  that  loft  the  game. 

Thus,  to  fave  further  contradiction 
Againft  what  you  may  think  but  fidion, 
I  for  attraction,  Dick,  declare  :  245 

Deny  it  thofe  bold  men  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thought. 
Is  all  by  hidden  impulfe  wrought : 
Ev'n  faying  that  you  think  or  walk. 
How  like  a  country  fquire  y-ou  talk  !  250 

Mark  then  ; — Where  fancy^  or  defire, 
Collefts  the  beams  of  vital  fire  ; 
Into  that  limb  fair  Alma  Aides, 
And  there,  pro  tempore,  refides. 

She  dwells  in  Nicolini^s  tongue,  2^^ 

Wlien  Pyrrhus  chaunts  the  heavenly  fong. 
When  Pedro  does  the  lute  command, 
She  guides  the  cunning  artift's  hand. 
Through  Macer's  gullet  fhe  runs  down, 
When  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone,  260 

And, 
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And,  void  of  modefly  and  thought, 

She  follows  Bibo's  endlefs  draught. 

Through  the  foft  fex  again  (he  ranges, 

As  youth,  caprice,  or  fafliion,  changes. 

Fair  Alma,  carelefs  and  ferene,  265 

In  Fanny's  fprightly  eyes  is  feen  ; 

While  they  diffufe  their  infant  beams, 

Themfelves  not  confcious  of  their  flames. 

Again  fair  Alma  fits  confeft 

On  Florimcrs  experter  breaft  ;  27O 

When  fhe  the  rifing  figh  conftrains, 

And  by  concealing  fpeaks  her  pains. 

In  Cynthia's  neck  fair  Alma  glows,  '^    . 

Wlicn  the  vain  thing  her  jewels  fliows  :  ' 

When  Jenny's  itays  are  newly  lac'd,  275 

Fair  Alma  plays  about  her  waift  ; 

And  when  the  fwelling  hoop  fuftains 

The  rich  brocade,  fair  Alma  deigns 

Into  that  lower  fpace  to  enter. 

Of  the  large  round  herfelf  the  centre*  280 

Ajrain  :  that  finale  limb  or  feature 
(Such  is  the  cogent  force  of  nature), 
Which  moll  did  Ahna's  paflion  move 
In  the  firft  objeft  of  her  love. 

For  ever  will  be  found  confeft,  '  285 

And  printed  on  the  amorous  breafl. 

O  Abelard  !   ill-fated  youth. 
Thy  tale  will  juftify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 

Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  fong.  290 
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Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortunje  griev'd,  • . 

"With  kind  concern  and  &ill  has  weav'd 

A  filken  web  ;  and  ne'er  fiiall  fade 

Its  colours  ;  gently  has  he  laid 

The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diilrefs,  295 

And  Venus  fhall  the  texture  blefs. 

He  o'er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 

Such  artful  folds  of  facred  lawn, 

That  love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride. 

Shall  fee  the  crime  he  llrives  to  hide,    ;  300- 

And,  foftly  xlrawing  back  the  veil. 

The  God  ihall  to  his  votaries  teU 

Each  confcious  tear,  each  blufhing  grace. 

That  deck'd  dear  Eloifa's  face. 

Happy  the  poet,  bleft  the  lays,  305 

Wliich  Buckingham  has  deign'd  to  praife  ! 

Next,  Dick,  as  youth  and  habit  fways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilft  a  boy.  Jack  ran  from  fchool. 
Fond  of  his  hunting-horn  and  pole  ;  310., 

Though  gout  and  age  his  fpeed  detain,  i    .^^ 

Old  John  halloos  his  hounds  again  ;  (^  '< 

By  his  fire-fide  he  ftarts  the  hare,  ^fi^F' 

And  turns  her  in  his  wicker-chair ;     ^^T"^  ^^ 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find         i^-*^    W''^-     3^5 
Have  got  the  better  of  his  mind.         ^  \fi.       l> 

li,  while  the  mind  was  in  her  leg> 
The  dance  affetled  nimble  Peg ; 
Old  Madge,  bewitch'd  at  fixty-one. 
Calls  for  Green  Sleeves,  and  Jumping  Joan.    .        320 
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In  public  mafk,  or  private  ball, 

From  Lincoln's-inn  to  Goldfmiths-hall, 

All  Chriftmas  long  away  fhe  trudges,      .jy""*  '    ^ 

Trips  it  with  prentices  and  judges  ;      r       \.  »'•*' 

In  vain  her  children  urge  her  flay,  325 

And  age  or  palfey  bar  the  way. 

But,  if  thofe  images  prevail 

Which  whilom  did  afFeft  the  tail. 

She  ftill  renews  the  ancient  fcene, 

Forgets  the  forty-years  between  :  330 

Aukwardly  gay,  and  oddly  merr)^, 

Her  fcarf  pale  pink,  her  head-knot  cherry  ; 

O'er-heated  with  ideal  rage, 

She  cheats  her  fon,  to  w-ed  her  page. 

If  Alma,  whilft  the  man  was  young,  335 

Slipp'd  up  too  foon  into  his  tongue, 
Pleas'd  with  his  own  fantaftic  flcill, 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  ftill. 
On  any  point  if  you  difpute. 

Depend  upon  it,  he'll  confute  :  340 

Change  fides,  and  you  increafe  your  pain. 
For  he'll  confute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  fpeak  with  Tully's  tongue. 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable  that  they  34^ 

Talk  moft,  who  have  the  leaft  to  fay. 
Your  dainty  fpeakers  have  the  curfe. 
To  plead  bad  caufes  down  to  worfe  : 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  w^apt, 
Still  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint,  550/ 
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Again  :   if  in  the  female  fex 
Alma  fhould  on  this  member  fix 
(A  cruel  and  a  defperate  cafe, 
From  which  Heaven  fhield  my  lovely  lafs  ! )  ; 
For  ever  more  all  care  is  vain,  35^ 

That  would  bring  Alma  down  again. 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  Hone, 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  done, 
Is  to  correct  your  drink  and  diet, 
And  keep  the  inward  foe  in  quiet ;  360 

So,  if  for  any  fins  of  ours. 
Or  our  forefathers,  higher  powers. 
Severe,  though  juft,  afflift  our  hfe 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife' ; 
Till  death  fhall  bring  the  kind  relief,  365 

We  mull  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 

You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  faw  me  when  I  lall  was  fick  : 
She  kindly  talk'd,  at  lead  three  hours, 
Of  p/q/Iic  fovms,  and  m^/7/<7/  powers  ;   ]  370 

Defcrib'd  our  pre-exiiling  ftation  \ 

Before  this  vile  terrene  creation  ;  j 

And  left  I  fhould  be  weary'd,  madam, 
To  cut  things  (hort,  came  down  to  Adam  ; 
From  whence,  as  faft  as  fhe  was  able,  375 

She  drowns  the  world,  and  builds  up  Babel' : 
Through  Syria,  Perfia,  Greece,  fhe  goes. 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  clofe. 

But  we'll  defcant  on  general  nature  : 
This  is  a  fyftem,  not  a  fatire.  380 
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Turn  we  tliis  globe,  and  let  us  fee 
How  different  nations  difagree 
In  what  we  wear,  or  eat  and  drink  ; 
Nay,  Dick,  perhaps  in  what  we  think. 
In  water  as  you  fmell  and  tafte  385 

The  foils  through  which  it  rofe  and  pad  ; 
In  Alma*s  manners  you  may  read 
The  place  where  fhe  was  born  and  bred. 

One  people  from  their  fwaddling  bands 
Releas'd  their  infants'  feet  and  hands  :  390 

Here  Alma  to  thefe  limbs  was  brought, 
And  Sparta's  offspring  kick'd  and  fought. 

Another  taught  their  babes  to  talk. 
Ere  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk  : 
There  Alma  fettled  in  the  tongue,  39^ 

And  orators  from  Athens  fprung. 

Obferve  but  in  thefe  neighbouring  lands 
The  different  ufe  of  mouths  and  hands  ; 
As  men  repos'd  their  various  hopes, 
In  battles  thefe,  and  thofe  in  tropes.  400 

In  Britain's  ifles,  as  Heylin  notes, 
The  ladies  trip  in  petticoats  ; 
Which,  for  the  honour  of  their  nation. 
They  quit  but  on  fome  great  occafion. 
Men  there  in  breeches  clad  you  view  :  405 

They  claim  that  garment  as  their  due. 
In  Turkey  the  reverfe  appears  ; 
Long  coats  the  haughty  hufband  wears. 
And  greets  his  wife  with  angry  fpeeches, 
If  fhe  be  feen  without  her  breeches,  410 

In 
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In  our  fantaftic  climes  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  their  hair : 
And  round  their  lovely  breall  and  head 
Frefh  flowers  their  mingled  odours  flied. 
Your  nicer  Hottentots  think  meet 
With  guts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet : 
With  down-caft  looks  on  Totta's  legs 
The  ogling  youth  moll  humbly  begs 
She  would  not  from  his  hopes  remove 
At  .once  his  breakfall  and  hia  love  :  420 

And,  if  the  flcittifli  nymph  ihould  fly. 
He  in  a  double  fenfe  muil  die.  ,  .  .  . 

We  fimple  toafliers  take  delight 
To  fee  our  women's  teeth  look  white,  7 

And  tverj  faucy  ill-bred  fellow  425- 

Sneers  at  a  mouth  profoundly  yellow. 
In  China  none  hold. women  fweet, 
Except  their  fnags  are  black  as  jett. 
King  Chihu  put  nine  queens  to  death, 
Convift  on  ftatute,  Ivory  Teeth,  .  43 O. 

At  Tonquin,  if  a  prince  fhould  die 
(As  Jefuits  write,  who  never  lie),  ,  .    . 
The  wife,  and  counfellor,  and  prieft. 
Who  ferv'd  him  mofl:,  and  loy'd  him  beft. 
Prepare  and  light  his  funeral,  fire,  435 

And  cheerful  on  the  pile  expire. 
In  Europe  'twould  be  hard  to  find 
In  each  degree  one  half  fo  kind. 

Now  turn  we  to  the  farthefl:  eafl:,  ,      . 

And  there  obferve  the  gentry  drefl.  :        .  -44^: 

,  Prince 
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Prince  Giolo,  and  his  royal  fifters, 

Scarr'd  with  ten  tlioufand  comely  blifters  ; 

The  marks  remaining  on  the  flvin, 

To  tell  the  quality  within.  ' 

Diilingiiifh'd  flafhes  deck  the  great :  445 

As  each  excels  in  birth  or  ilate, 

His  oylet-holes  are  more  and  ampler  : 

Tlie  king's  own  body  was  a  fampler. 

Happy  the  climate,  where  the  beau 

Wears  the  fame  fuit  for  ufe  and  fhow  :  450 

And  at  a  fmall  expence  your  wife, 

If  once  well  pink'd,  is  cloth'd  for  hfe. 

We  ft  ward  again,  the  Indian  fair 
Is  nicely  fmear'd  with  fat  of  bear  : 
Before  you  fee,  you  fmell  your  toaft  ;  455 

And  fweeteft  fhe  who  ftinks  the  moft. 
The  fineft  fparks  and  cleaneft  beaux 
Drip  from  the  flioulders  to  the  toes  : 
How  fleek  their  fkins  !  their  joints  how  eafy  ! 
There  flovens  only  are  not  greafy.  460 

I  mention 'd  different  ways  of  breeding  : 
Begin  we  in  our  children's  reading. 
To  mafter  John  the  Enghfli  maid 
A  horn-book  gives  of  gingerbread  ; 
And,  that  the  child  may  learn  the  better,  465 

As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
Proceeding  thus  with  vaft  delight, 
He  fpells,  and  gnaws,  from  left  to  right. 
But,  (hew  a  Hebrew's  hopeful  fon 
Where  we  fuppofe  the  book  begun,  470 
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The  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindnefs. 
And  read  quite  backward  from  our  Jlnis, 
Devour  he  learning  ne^er  fo  faft, 
Great  A  would  be  referv'd  the  laft. 

An  equal  inftance  of  this  matter  475 

Is  in  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
In  Europe,  if  a  harmlefs  maid, 
By  Nature  and  by  Love  betray'd, 
Should,  ere  a  wife,  become  a  nurfe, 
Her  friends  would  look  on  her  the     orfe.  480 

In  China,  Dampier's  Travels  tell  ye 
(Look  in  his  Index  for  Pagelli), 
Soon  as  the  Britifh  fhips  unmoor. 
And  jolly  long-boat  rows  to  fhore, 
Dov/n  come  the  nobles  of  the  land  :  485 

Each  brings  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
Befeeching  the  imperious  tar 
To  make  her  but  one  hour  his  care. 
The  tender  mother  ftands  affrighted, 
Left  her  dear  daughter  fhould  be  flighted  :  490 

And  poor  mifs  Yaya  dreads  the  fname 
Of  going  back  the  maid  (he  came. 

Obferve  how  cuftom,  Dick,  compels 
The  lady  that  in  Europe  dwells  : 
After  her  tea,  fhe  flips  away,  495 

And  what  to  do,  one  need  not  fay. 
Now  fee  how  great  Pomonque's  queen 
Behav'd  herfelf  amongft  the  men  : 
Pleas'd  with  her  punch,  the  gallant  foul 
Firft  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl;  500 

And 
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And  fprinkled  in  the  captain's  face 
Tlie  marks  of  her  pecuHar  grace  — 

To  clofc  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  inftances  fo  far  from  home. 

What  parts  gay  France  from  fober  Spain  ?  505 

A  little  rifing  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  born  foiith  or  north  o'th'  hill, 
Thofe  feldom  move,  thefe  ne'er  Hand  ftill. 
Dick,  you  love  maps,  and  may  perceive 
Rome  not  far  diftant  from  Geneve.  510 

If  the  good  Pope  remains  at  home. 
He's  the  hril  prince  in  Chriflendom. 
Choofe  then,  good  Pope,  at  home  to  flay. 
Nor  weftward  curious  take  thy  way  : 
Thy  way  unhappy  fliould'ft  thou  take  515 

From  Tyber's  bank  to  Leman  lake, 
Thou  art  an  aged  prieft  no  more. 
But  a  young  flaring  painted  whore  : 
Thy  fex  is  loft,  thy  town  is  gone  ;  ^ 
No  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon.  520 

That  fome  few  leagues  fhould  make  this  change, 
To  men  unlearn'd  feems  mighty  ftrange. 

But  need  we,  friend,  infill  on  this  ? 
Since,  In  the  very  Cantons  Swifs, 
All  your  philofophers  agree,  525 

And  prove  it  plain,  that  one  may  be 
A  heretic,  or  true  believer, 
On  this,  or  t'other  fide  a  river. 

Here,  with  an  artful  fmile,  quoth  Dick, 
Your  proofs  come  mighty  full  and  thick  —  530 

2  The 
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The  bard,  on  this  extenfive  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture, 
Continued  :   Richard,  call  your  eye 
By  night  upon  a  winter-fl<:y  : 

Call  it  by  day-Hght  on  the  ftrand,  535 

Which  compafTes  fair  Albion's  land  : 
If  you  can  count  the  liars  that  glow 
Above,  or  fands  that  lie  below, 
Into  thofe  common  places  look, 

Which  from  great  authors  I  have  took,  540 

And  count  the  proofs  I  have  colle6led, 
To  have  my  writings  well  protected. 
Thefe  I  lay  by  for  time  of  need, 
And  thou  may'll  at  thy  leifurc  read. 
For,  Handing  every  critic's  rage,  545 

I  fafely  will  to  future  age 
yij  fyjlem,  as  a  gift,  bequeath, 
Vidorious  over  fpight  and  death. 


CANTO  111. 

T>  I  CHARD,  who  now  was  half  afleep, 

•^^  Rous'd,  nor  would  longer  filence  keep  ; 

And  fenfe  like  this,  in  vocal  breath, 

Broke  from  his  two-fold  hedge  of  teeth. 

Now,  if  this  phrafe  too  harlh  be  thought,  5 

Pope,  tell  the  world,  'tis  not  my  fault. 

Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  fpeak  ; 

If  'tis  not  fenfe,  at  leall  'tis  Greek. 

'    "  A» 
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As  folks,  quoth  Richard,  prone  to  leafing, 
Say  things  at  firll,  becaufe  they're  pleafing,  10 

Then  prove  what  they  have  once  aflerted, 
Nor  care  to  have  their  He  deferted, 
Till  their  own  dreams  at  length  deceive  'em, 
And,  oft*  repeating,  they  believe  'em  ; 
Or  as,  again,  thofe  amorous  blades,  1 5 

"Who  trifle  with  their  mothers'  maids> 
Though  at  the  firfl  their  wild  defire 
Was  but  to  quench  a  prefent  fire  ; 
Yet  if  the  obje6l  of  their  love 

Chance  by  Luclna's  aid  to  prove,  20 

They  feldom  let  th?  bantling  roar 
In  bafl^et  at  a  neighbour's  door  ; 
But,  by  the  flattering  glafs  of  nature 
Viewing  themfelves  in  cake-bread's  feature. 
With  ferious  thought  and  care  fupport  25 

What  only  was  begun  in  fport : 

Jufl  fo  with  you,  my  friend,  it  fares, 
Who  deal  in  philofophic  wares. 
Atoms  you  cut,  and  form"^  you  meafure. 
To  gratify  your  private  pleafure  ;  30 

Till  airy  feeds  of  cafual  wit 
Do  fome  fantafl.ic  birth  beget ; 
And,  pleas'd  to  find  your  fyflem  mended 
Beyond  what  you  at  firfl  intended, 
The  happy  whimfey  you  purfue,  35 

Till  you  at  length  believe  it  true. 
Caught  by  your  own  delufive  art. 
You  fancy  firft,  and  then  aflert. 
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Quoth  Matthew  :  Friend,  as  far  as  I 
Through  art  or  nature  caft  my  eye,  /^o 

This  axiom  clearly  I  difcem, 
That  one  muil  teach,  and  t'other  learn. 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought ; 
Whilfl  he  his  weighty  doctrines  taught. 
He  made  his  liftening  fcholars  ftand,  45 

Their  mouth  Ml  cover'd  with  their  hand  : 
Elfe,  may  be,  fome  odd-thinking  youth, 
Lefs  friend  to  doftrihe  than  to  truth. 
Might  have  refused  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres  ;  50 

Deny'd  all  tranfmigrating  fcenes. 
And  introduc'd  the  ufe  of  beans. 
From  great  Lucretius  take  his  void. 
And  all  the  Wo'rld  iS  quite  deftroyM. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  fubtil  matter,  ^^ 

You  leave  him  neither  lire  nor  water. 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Ifaac  look. 
If  you,  in  anfv/er  to  his  book, 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  difcourfe,     o  ..  v  ■- 1 
That  things  have  no  elallic  force  !      sx  i  '     t  ^^ 

How  could  our  che?nic  friends  go  on,    '       ^^ 
To  find  the  phUofophlc  ftone, 
If  you  more  powerful  reafons  bring, 
To  prove  that  there  is  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Your  chiefs  in  fciences  and  arts  6^ 

Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parts. 
They  find  ihe  giddy  is,  or  dull ; 
She  doubts  if  things  are  void,  or  full : 

And 
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And  who  fhould  be  prefum'd  to  tell 

What  (he  herfelf  (hoiJd  fee,  or  feel  ?  70 

She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four. 

Though  fhe  has  told  them  ten  times  o'er. 

In  can't — it  may  be — and  it  muft  : 

To  which  of  thefe  muft  Alma  truft  ? 

Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  gd"]    ,     -'^.  75 

In  doubting,  if  flie  doubts,  or  no. 

Q-d.n  fyllogifm  fet  things  right  ? 

No  :  majors  foon  with  minors  fight ; 

Or,  both  in  friendly  confort  join'd, 

The  conftquence  limps  falfe  behind.  80 

So  to  fome  cunning  man  ftie  goes, 

And  aflcs  of  him,  how  much  (he  knows. 

With  patience  grave  he  hears  her  fpeak, 

And  from  his  (hort  notes  gives  her  back 

What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended :  85 

Thus  the  difpute  is  wifely  ended. 

From  the  account  the  lofer  brings. 
The  Conjuror  knows  wlio  ftole  the  things. 

'Squire  (interrupted  Dick)  fince  when 
Were  you  amongft  thefe  cunning  men  ?  90 

Dear  Dick,  quoth  Mat,  let  not  thy  force 
Of  eloquence  fpoil  my  difcourfe. 
I  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  cafe, 
Still  afl<ing  what  fome  wife  man  fays, 
Who  does  his  mind  in  words  reveal,  9^ 

Which  all  muft  grant,  though  few  can  fpell. 
You  tell  your  dodor  that  y'are  ill : 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  a  bill  ? 
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Of  which  you  need  not  read  one  letter : 

The  worfe  the  fcrawl,  the  dofe  the  better,  loo 

For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take. 

Though  you"  recover,  he  mull  break. 

Ideas,  forms ^  and  intelleds, 
Have  furnifhM  out  three  different  fe£l8. 
Suhjlance,  or  accident,  divides  I05 

All  Europe  into  adverfe  fides. 

Now,  as,  engag'd  in  arms  or  laws, 
You  mull  have  friends  to  back  your  caufe  j 
In  philofophic  matters  fo 

Your  judgment  mull  with  others'  go  t  I  lO 

For  as  in  fenates,  fo  in  fchools, 
Majority  of  voices  rules. 

Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  err :      |::/^ii^  ■;' 
With  panting  halle,  and  quick  furprife,    W;^,       J 15 
From  every  leaf  that  llirs,  Ihe  flies  ; 
Till,  mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd. 
She  flights  what  erfl  fhe  fmgly  fear'd  : 
And  now,  exem.pt  from  doubt  and  dread,^ 
She  dares  purfue,  if  they  dare  lead ;  1 20 

As  their  example  ftill  prevails, 
She  tempts  the  flream,  or  leaps  the  pales. 

He  then,  quoth  Dick,  who  by  your  rule 
Thinks  for  himfelf,  becomes  a  fool ; 
As  party  man,  who  leaves  the  reft,  1 25 

Is  call'd  but  nvhimjical  *  at  beft. 

*  Some  of  the  Tories,  in  the  c^ueen's  reign,  were  diflinguilhed 
by  that  appellation. 

Now, 
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Now,  by  your  favour,  mafler  Mat, 
Like  Ralpho,  here  I  fmell  a  rat. 
I  mnft  be  lifted  in  your  fe^l, 

Who,  though  they  teach  not,  can  prote£l.  130 

Right,  Richard,  Mat  in  triumph  cry'd ; 
So  put  off  all  miftruft  and  pride. 
And,  while  my  principles  I  beg, 
Piray  anfwer  only  with  your  leg. 

Believe  what  friendly  I  advife  :         '^fjf^''  135 

Be  firft  fecure,  and^then  be  wi{e.(         ->| 
The  man  within  the  coach  that  fits,       /  S^XJ^Xiv*^A^  '-^ 
And  to  another's  fl<:Ill  fubmits,  V      OU. 

I"S  fafer  much  (whatever  arrives),  \ 

And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives.    \  140 

So  Dick  Adept,  tuck  back  thy  hair,  ' 
And  I  will  pour  into  thy  ear 
Remarks,  which  none  did  e'er  difclofe 
In  fmooth-pac'd  verfe,  or  hobbling  profe. 
Attend,  dear  Dick  ;  but  don't  reply  :  14^ 

And  tliou  may'll  prove  as  wife  as  I. 

When  Alma  now,  in  different  ages, 
Has  finifh'd  her  afcending  flages, 
Into  the  head  at  length  fhe  gets, 
And  there  In  public  grandeur  fits. 
To  judge  of  things,  and  cenfure  wits. 

Here,  Richard,  how  could  I  explain 
The  various  labyrinths  of  the  brain  ! 
Surprife  my  readers,  whilll  I  tell  *eni 
Of  cerebrum y  and  cerebellum  I  l  -  r 

How  could  I  play  the  commentator 
On  dura  and  on  p'la  mater  ! 
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Where  hot  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet, 

Strive  each  the  other's  place  to  get ; 

And,  with  inceflant  toil  and  ftrife,  1 60 

Would  keep  poffeflion  during  life. 

I  could  demonllrate  every  pore, 

Where  memory  lays  up  all  her  ftore  ; 

And  to  an  inch  compute  the  Aation 

'Twixt  judgment  and  imagination.  165" 

0  friend !   I  could  difplay  much  learning, 
At  leaft  to  men  of  fmall  difcerning. 
The  brain  contains  ten  thoufand  cells  ; 
In  each  fome  aftive  fancy  dwells ; 

Which  always  is  at  work,  and  framing  I70 

The  feveral  follies  I  was  naming. 

As  in  a  hive's  vimineous  dome 

Ten  thoufand  bees  enjoy  their  home, 

ilach  dees  her  ftudious  adtions  vary, 

To  go  and  come,  to  fetch  and  carry;  1 75 

Each  ftill  renews  her  little  labour. 

Nor  juftles  her  afiiduous  neighbour : 

Each— whilll  this  thefis  I  maintain, 

1  fancy,  Dick,  I  know  thy  brain. 

O,  with  the  mighty  theme  affe6led,  2  8(3 

Could  I.  but  fee  thy  head  difTeded  ! 

My  head  !  quoth  Dick,  to  ferve  your  whim  ! 
Spare  that,  and  take  fome  other  limb. 
Sir,  in  your  nice  affairs  olfyjlem^ 
Wife  men  propofe  ;  but  fools  aflift  'em.  1 85 

Says  Matthew,  Richard,  keep  thy  head. 
And  hold  thy  peace  j  and  I'll  proceed. 

Proceed ! 
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Proceed!  quoth  Dick:  Sir,  I  aver. 

You  have  already  gone  too  far. 

When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong,  pgo 

Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long-. 

Who  fafteft  walks,  but  walks  aftray. 

Is  only  furtheft  from  his  way. 

Blefs  your  conceits  !   muil  I  believe, 

Howe'er  abfurd,  what  you  conceive  ;  19J; 

And,  for  your  friendfhip,  live  and  die 

A  papill  in  philofophy  ? 

I  fay,  whatever  you  maintain 

Of  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain, 

The  plaineft  man  ahve  may  tell  ye,  200 

Her  feat  of  empire  is  the  belly  : 

From  hence  (he  fends  out  thofe  fupplies. 

Which  makes  us  either  (lout  or  wife  ; 

The  ftrength  of  every  other  member 

Is  founded  on  your  belly-timber  j  205 

The  qualms  or  raptures  of  your  blood 

Rife  in  proportion  to  your  food ; 

And,  if  you  would  improve  your  thought. 

You  muft  be  fed  as  well  as  taught. 

Your  ftomach  makes  your  fab  rick  roll,  210 

Juft  as  the  bias  rules  the  bowl. 

The  great  Achilles  might  employ 

The  ftrength  defign'd  to  ruin  Troy  ;. 

He  din'd  on  lion's  marrow,  fpread 

O9  toafts  of  ammunition  bread:  215 

But,  by  his  mother  fent  away, 

Amongft  the  Thi^acian  girls  to  play, 
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Effeminate  he  fat,  and  quiet: 

Strange  produdl  of  a  cheefe-cake  "diet ! 

Now  give  my  argument  fair  play,  <220 

And  take  the  thing  the  other  way: 

The  youngller,  who  at  nine  and  three 

Drinks  with  his  fillers  milk  and  tea. 

From  brcakfaft  reads  till  twelve  o*  clock, 

Burnet  and  Heylin,  Hobbes,  and X.QQke :  22  C 

He  pays  due  vifits  after  noon 

To  coufin  Alice  and  uncle  John  ; 

At  ten  from  coffee -houfe  or  play 

Returning,  finifhes  the  day. 

But,  give  him  port  and  potent  fack,  230 

From  milhjop  he  flarts  up  Mohach  ; 

Holds  that  the  happy  know  no  hours; 

So  through  the  flreet  at  midnight  fcowers, 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads  and  chairmen's  glaffes, 

And  thence  proceeds  to  nicking  fafhes  ;  :235 

Till,  by  fome  tougher  hand  o'ercome. 

And  firft  knock'd  down,  and  then  led  home. 

He  damns  the  footman,  ftrikes  the.maid,> 

And  decently  reels  up  to  bed. 

"Obferve  the  various  operations  54O 

Of  food  and  drink  in  feveral  nations. 
Was  ever  Tartar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  ftrength  of  water-gruel  ? 
But  who  fhall  Hand  his  rage  and  force, 
If  firft  he  rides,  then  eats  his  horfe?  .245 

Sallads,  and  eggs,  and  lighter  fare, 
Tune  the  Italian  fpark's  guitar. 

And, 
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And,  if  I  take  Dan  Congreve  right, 

Pudding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 

Tokay  and  coffee  caufe  this  work  250 

Between  the  German  and  the  Turk  ; 

And  both,  as  they  provifions  want, 

Chicane,  avoid,  retire  and  faint. 

Hunger  and  thirft,  or  guns  and  fwords. 
Give  the  fame  death  in  different  words.  2^^ 

To  pufh  this  argument  no  further ; 
To  flarve  a  man,  in  law  is  murther. 

As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine. 
Though  many  artful  fprings  are  feen; 
The  added  movements,  which  declare  26a 

How  full  the  moon,  how  old  the  year. 
Derive  their  fecondary  power 
From  that  which  fimply  points  the  hour. 
For,  though  thofe  gim-cracks  were  away, 
(Quare  would  not  fwear,  but  Quare  would  fay)     265 
However  more  reduc'd  and  plain. 
The  watch  would  ftill  a  watch  remain : 
But,  if  the  /joral  orbit  ceafes, 
The  whole  flands  flill,  or  breaks  to  pieces ; 
Is  n6w  no  longer  what  it  was,  570 

And  you  may  e'en  go  fell  the  cafe. 
So,  if  unprejudic'd  you  fcan 
The  goings  of  this  clock-work  man. 
You  find  a  hundred  movements  made 
By  fine  devices  in  his  head ;  375 

But  'tis  the  flomach's  folld  flroke 
That  tells  his  being  what's  o'clock. 

If 
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If  you  take  oK  this  rbefork  trigger, 

He  talks  no  more -in  mode  and  figure  ; 

Or,  clog  his  mathematlc'-whttiy  280 

His  buildings  fall,  his  fhip  Hands  ftill ; 

Or,  laftly,  break  his  /6AVi;-weight, 

His  voice  no  longer  rul^s  the  ftate. 

Yet,  if  thefe  finer  Avhims  are  gone, 

Your  clock,  though  plain,  would  Itill  go  on  ;  28^ 

But  fpoil  the  engine  of  digeftion. 

And  you  entirely  change  the  queftion. 

Alma's  affairs  no  power  can  mend; 

The  jefl,  alas  I   is  at  an  end: 

Soon  ceafes  all  the  worldly  buflle,  290 

And  you  confign  the  corpfe  to  Ruffel. 

Now  make  your  Alma  come  or  go 
From  leg  to  hand,  from  top  to  toe, 
Your  fyjiem,  without  my  addition, 
la  in  a  very  fad  condition.  295 

So  Harlequin  extoll'd  his  horfe. 
Fit  for  the  war,  or  road,  or  courfe ; 
His  mouth  was  foft,  his  eye  was  good, 
His  foot  wasvfure  as  ever  trod: 

One  fault  he  had  (a  fault  indeed! )  ;  300 

And  what  was  that  ?•  the  horfe  was  dead, 
Dick,  from  thefe  inftances  and  fetches. 
Thou  m.ak'fl  of  horfes,  clocks,  and  watches. 
Quoth  Mat,  to  me  thou  feem'll  to  mean. 
That  Alma  is  a  mere  machine :  |"  rj-'^'       305,.^ 

That,  telling  others  what's  o'clock,         \    '(/i     \\,^^\ 
She  knows  not  what'herfelf  has- flruck ;' j    «, '0^' 

2  J     ^  But 
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But  leaves  to  ftandcrs-by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  dial. 

Here  hold  a  blow,  good  friend,  quoth  Dick,       3 10 
And  rals'd  his  voice  exceeding  quick. 
Fight  fair,  Sir  :  what  I  never  meant 
Don't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Similies  are  like  fongs  in  love  : 
They  mufl  defcribe  ;  they  nothing  prove.  315 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  little  gravcU'd, 
Toft  up  his  nofe,  and  would  have  cavill'dj 
But,  calling  Hermes  to  his  aid. 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  faid: 
(Where  mind  ('tis  for  the  author's  fame)  320 

That  Matthew  call'd,  and  Hermes  came. 
In  danger  heroes,  and  in  doubt 
Poets  find  Gods  to  help  them  out.) 

Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  fee. 
That  you  and  I  (hall  fcarce  agree.  325 

Obferve  how  oddly  you  behave: 
The  more  1  grant,  the  more  you  crave. 
But,  comrade,  as  I  faid  juft  now, 
I  fhould  affirm,  and  you  allow, 

Wejjy^^w-makers  can  fuftain  3  30 

The  thefis.^  which  you  grant  was  plain  ; 
And  with  remarks  and  comments  teaze  yc, 
In  cafe  the  thing  before  was  eafy. 
But,  in  a  point  obfcure  and  dark, 
We  fight  as  Leibnitz  did  with  Clarke  ;  335 

And,  when  no  reafon  we  can  fhew, 
Why  matters  this  or  that  way  go, 

The 
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The  fliorteil  way  the  thing  we  try, 

And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny  ; 

True  to  our  own  overbearing  pride,  34a 

And  falfe  to  all  the  world  befide. 

That  old  philofopher  grew  crofs. 
Who  could  not  tell  what  motion  was  : 
Becaufe  he  walk'd  againft  his  will, 
He  fac'd  men  down,  that  he  ftood  ftill.  345 

And  he  who,  reading  on  the  heart 
(When  all  his  quodlibets  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulfe  and  heat). 
Swore  he  had  never  felt  it  beat. 

Chryfippus,  foiL'd  by  Epicurus,  '  350 

Makes  bold  (Jove  blefs  him  !)  to  afliire  us. 
That  all  things,  which  our  mind  can  view, 
May  be  at  once  both  falfe  and  true. 
And  Malebranche  has  aa  odd  conceit. 
As  ever  enter'd  Frenchman's  pate  :  355 

Says  he,  fo  little  can  our  mind 
Of  matter  or  of  fpirit  find,  *l 

That  we  by  guefs^  at  leatt  may  gather   i 
Something,  which  may  be  both,  or  neither. 
Taith,  Dick,  I  mull  confefs,  'tis  true  i6(^ 

(But  this  is  only  entre  nous). 
That  many  knotty  points  there  are, 
Which  all  difcufs,  but  few  can  clear  ; 
As  nature  flily  had  thought  fit. 

For  fome  by-ends,  to  crofs-bite  wit :  ^6^ 

Circles  to  fquare,  and  cubes  to  double. 
Would  give  a  man  exceflive  trouble  j 

Tkc 
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The  longitude  uncertain  roams, 

In  fpite  of  Whifton  and  his  bombs. 

Wliat^^w,  Dick,  has  right  averr'd  373 

The  caufe  wliy  woman  has  no  beard  ? 

Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack, 

Our  hairs  grow  wlu'te,  our  teeth  grow  black  ? 

In  points  like  thefe  we  mud  agree, 

Our  barbers  know  as  much  as  we.  375 

Yet  ftill,  unable  to  explain, 

We  muft  perfift  the  beft  we  can  ; 

With  care  owr  fyjiem  ftill  renew. 

And  prove  things  likely,  though  not  true» 

I  could,  thou  feeft,  in  quaint  difpute,  3S0 

By  dint  of  logic^  ftrike  thee  mute  ; 
With  learned  ilcill,  now  pu(h,  now  parr)^» 
Prom  Darii  to  Bocardo  vary, 
And  never  yield  ;  or,  what  is  worft, 
[Never  conclude  the  point  difcours'd.  385 

Yet,  that  you  hie  ly  nunc  may  know 
How  much  you  to  my  candour  owe> 
I'll  from  the  difputant  defcend. 
To  fhew  thee,  I  affume  the  friend : 
I'll  take  thy  notion  for  my  own —  390 

(So  moft  philofophers  have  done) 
It  makes  my  fyj} em  more  complete  : 
Dick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate  ? 

Take  what  thou  wilt,  faid  Dick,  dear  friend ; 
But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end.  395 

I  find,  quoth  Mat,  reproof  is  vain  : 
Who  firft  offend  will  firft  complain. 

Thou 
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Thou  wifheft  1  fliould  make  to  fhore  ;  ' 

Yet  ftill  putt'ft  in  thy  thwarting  oar. 

What  I  have  told  thee  fifty  times  400 

In  profe,  receive  for  once  in  rhymes  : 

A  huge  fat  man  in  country-fair, 

Or  city-church  (no  matter  v^here), 

Labour'd  and  pufh'd  amidft  the  crov^^d, 

Still  bawhng  out  extremely  loud,  405 

Lord  fave  us  !  why  do  people  prefs  ! 

Another,  marking  his  diftrefs, 

Friendly  reply'd,  plump  gentleman. 

Get  out  as  faft  as  e'er  you  can  ; 

Or  ceafe  to  pufh,  or  to  exclaim  :  410 

You  make  the  very  crowd  you  blame. 

Says  Dick,  your  moral  does  not  need 
The  leail  return  ;  fo  e'en  proceed  : 
Your  tale,  howe'er  apply'd,  was  fhort : 
So  far,  at  leaft,  I  thank  you  for't.  415 

Mat  took  his  thanks  ;  and,  in  a  tone 
More  magifterial,  thus  went  on. 

Now,  Alma  fettles  in  the  head, 
As  has  before  been  fung,  or  faid  : 
And  here  begins  this  farce  of  life  ;  420 

Enter  revenge,  ambition,  ftrife  : 
Behold  on  both  fides  men  advance. 
To  form  in  earneft  Bays's  dance. 
L'Avare,  not  ufmg  half  his  florc, 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more  ;  425 

Strikes  not  the  prefent  tun,  for  fear 
The  vintage  fhould  be  bad  next  year ; 

And 
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And  eats  to-day  with  inward  forrow, 

And  dread  of  fancy'd  want  to-morrow. 

Abroad  if  the  furtout  you  wear  450 

Repels  the  rigour  of  the  air ; 

Would  you  be  warmer,  if  at  home 

You  had  the  fabric  and  the  loom  ? 

And,  if  two  boots  keep  out  the  weather, 

What  need  you  have  two  hides  of  leather  ?  435 

Could  Pedro,  think  you,  make  no  trial 

Of  a.fonahi  on  his  viol, 

ITnlefs  he  had  the  total  gut 

Whence  every  firing  at  firft  was  cut  ? 

When  Rarus  fhews  you  his  cartone,  440 

He  always  tells  you,  with  a  groan. 
Where  two  of  that  fame  hand  were  torn 
Long  before  you  or  he  were  born. 

Poor  Vento's  mind  fo  much  is  croft, 
For  part  of  his  Petronius  loft,  445 

That  he  can  never  take  the  pains 
To  underftand  what  yet  remains. 

What  toil  did  honeft  Curio  take, 
\Vhat  ftrid  inquiries  did  he  make, 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet,  450 

And  perfe6l  all  his  Roman  fet ! 
'Tis  found  :  and,  O  his  happy  lot ! 
'Tis  bought,  lock'd  up,  and  lies  forgot : 
Of  thefe  no  more  you  hear  him  fpeak  : 
He  now  begins  upon  the  Greek.  455 

Thefe,  rang'd  and  ftiev/'d,  fliall  in  their  turns 
Remain  obfcure  as  in  their  urns. 

My 
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My  copper-lamps  at  any  rate. 

For  being  true  antique,  I  bought  ^ 
Yet  wifely  melted  down  my  plate,  460 

On  modern  models  to  be  wrought : 
And  trifles  I  alike  purfue, 
Becaufe  they're  old,  becaufe  they're  new* 

Dick,  1  have  feen  you  with  delight 
For  Georgy  *  make  a  paper  kite.  465' 

And  fimple  odies  too  many  fhow  ye 
My  fervile  complaifance  to  Chloe. 
Parents  and  lovers  are  decreed 
By  Nature  fools — That's  brave  indeed  ! 
Quoth  Dick  :  fuch  truths  are  worth  receiving.-       47a 
Yet  ftill  Dick  look'd  as  not  believing. 

Now,  Alma,  to  divines  and  profe 
I  leave  thy  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes  j 
Nor  think  to-night  of  thy  ill-nature. 
But  of  thy  follies,  idle  creature  I  475^ 

The  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wing. 
And  not  the  malice  of  thy  lling  : 
Thy  pride  of  being  great  and  wife 
I  do  but  mention,  to  defpife  ; 

I  view  with  anger  and  difdain  480 

How  little  gives  thee  joy  or  pain  j 
A  print,  a  hron-ze^  b.  flower,  a  root, 
A  fliell,  a  butterfly,  can  do't ; 
Ev'n  a  romance,  a  tune,  a  rhyme. 
Help  thee  to  pafs  the  tedious  time,  48^ 

*  Mr,  Sheltoo's  fon. 

Which 
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Which  elfe  would  on  thy  hand  remain  ; 

Though,  flown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again  ; 

And  cards  are  dealt,  and  chefs-boards  brought,. 

To  eafe  the  pain  of  coward  thought  : 

Happy  refult  of  human  wit !  490 

That  Alma  may  herfelf  forget. 

Dick,  thus  we  aft  ;  and  thus  wc  are. 
Or  tofs'd  by  hope,  or  funk  by  care. 
With  endlefs  pain  this  man  purfues 
What,  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  ufe  :  495 

And  t'  other  fondly  hopes  to  fee 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  fhall  be. 
We  err  by  ufe,  go  wrong  by  rules, 
In  gefture  grave,  in  aftion  fools  : 

We  join  hypocrify  to  pride,  500 

Doubling  the  faults  we  ftrive  to  hide. 
Or  grant  that,  with  extreme  furprife. 
We  find  ourfelves  at  fixty  wife, 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known, 
Of  which  we  can't  accomplifh  one  ;  50^ 

Whilft,  as  my  fyjlem  fays,  the  mind 
Is  to  thefe  upper  rooms  confin'd. 
Should  I,  my  friend,  at  large  repeat 
Her  borrow'd  fenfe,  her  fond  conceit. 
The  bead-roll  of  her  vicious  tricks,  5  ro 

My  Poem  would  be  too  prolix. 
For,  could  I  my  remarks  fullain. 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne, 
Who  in  thefe  times  would  read  my  books,.. 
But  Tom  o'Stiles,  or  John  o'Nokes  ?  515 

Vol.  XXXIII.  O  As 
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As  Brentford  kings,  difcreet  and  wife, 
After  long  thought  and  grave  advice, 
Into  Lardella's  coffin  peeping. 
Saw  nought  to  caufe  their  mirth  or  weeping : 
So  Ahna,  now  to  joy  or  grief  520 

Superior,  finds  her  late  relief: 
Weary 'd  of  being  high  or  great, 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  ftate  ; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  with  endlefs  chat 
Of  Will  did  this,  and  Nan  faid  that ;  525 

She  finds,  poor  thing,  fome  little  crack, 
Which  Nature,  forc'd  by  Time,  mufl  make. 
Through  which  fhe  wings  her  deftin'd  way  ; 
Upward  (he  foars,  and  down  drops  clay  : 
While  fome  furviving  friend  fupplies  530 

Ilicjacet,  and  a  hundred  lies. 

O  Richard,  till  that  day  appears. 
Which  mull  decide  our  hopes  and  fears. 
Would  Fortune  calm  her  prefent  rage. 
And  give  us  play -things  for  our  age  :  ^^^ 

Would  Clotho  wafli  her  hands  in  milk, 
And  twift  our  thread  with  gold  and  filk  ; 
Would  flie,  in  friendihip,  peace  and  plenty. 
Spin  out  our  years  to  four  times  twenty; 
And  fhould  we  both  in  this  condition  540 

Have  conquer'd  Love,  and  worfe  Ambition 
(Elfe  thofe  two  paffions,  by  the  way, 
May  chance  to  fliew  us  fcurvy  play)  ; 
Then,  Richard,  then  fhould  we  fit  down, 
Fai-  from  the  tumult  of  this  town ;  ,        545 

I  fund 
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T  fond  of  my  well-chofen  feat, 

My  pidiires,  medals,  books  complete. 

Or,  fliould  we  mix  our  friendly  talk, 

O'erfhaded  in  that  favourite  walk, 

Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted,  550 

Both  pleas'd  with  all  we  thought  we  wanted  : 

Yet  then,  ev'n  then,  one  crofs  reflection 

Would  fpoil  thy  grove,  and  my  coUecliou  : 

Thy  fon,  and  his,  ere  that,  may  die. 

And  Time  fome  uncouth  heir  fupply,  ^^^ 

Who  fhall  for  nothing  elfe  be  known 

But  fpoiling  all  that  thou  hafl  done.  i^  _.     ^- 

Who  fet  the  twigs  fhall  he  remember     |\^J3^^^      \' 

Tliat  is  in  hafte  to  fell  the  timber  ?  -  ^ 

And  what  fliall  of  thy  woods  remain,  .-   '   '       560 

Except  the  box  that  threw  the  main  ? 

Nay,  may  not  Time  and  Death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  1  love  ? 
And  my  coz  Tom,  or  his  coz  Mar)', 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  Udm  the  dairy)  56^ 

My  favourite  books  and  pidures  fell 
To  Smart,  or  Doiley,  by  the  ell  ? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure. 
And  fet  the  price  upon  the  bigger  ? 
Thofe  who  could  never  read  the  grammar,  570 

When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hammer. 
May  think  books  beft,  as  richefl  bound  ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  juilice  wcigli'd  ; 
To  turn  the  balance,  Otho*s  head  575" 

O   2  iVIar 
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May  be  throv/n  in  ;  and,  for  the  metal, 
The  coin  may  mend  a  tinker's  kettle — 

Tir'd  with  thefe  thoughts — Lefs  tirM  than  I, 
Quoth  Dick,  with  your  philofophy— 
That  people  live  and  die,  I  knew  580 

An  hour  ago,  as  well  as  you. 
And,  if  Fate  fpins  us  longer  years, 
Or  is  in  hafte  to  take  the  (hears, 
I  know  we  muft  both  fortunes  try. 
And  bear  our  evils  wet  or  dry*  ^^85 

Yet,  let  the  Goddefs  fmile  or  frown, 
Bread  we  fliall  eat,  or  white  or  brown  ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court. 
Drink  fine  champatgne  or  muddled  port. 
What  need  of  books  thefe  truths  to  tell,  '^\  -^90 

Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  fpell  ?^  ..  W 
And  muft  we  fpe6lacles  apply,  .rNv^^Tf " 

To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  \       \^  "] 

Sir,  if  it  be  your  wifdom's  aim  lyV 

To  make  me  merrier  than  I  am,  5<^^ 

I'll  be  all  night  at  your  devotion- 
Come  on,  friend  ;  broach  the  pleafing  notion  : 
But,  if  you  would  deprefs  my  thought, 
Your  fyjlein  is  not  worth  a  groat — 

For  Plato's  fancies  what  care  I  ?  6cO 

I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die. 
Like  fimple  Cato  in  the  play, 
For  any  thing  that  he  caji  fay  ? 
E'en  let  him  of  ideas  fpeak 
To  heathens  in  liis  native  Greek*  6c>j 
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If*  to  be  fad  is  to  be  wife, 
I  do  moil  heartily  dcfpife 
Whatever  Socrates  has  faid, 
Or  Tally  writ,  or  Wanlcy  read. 

Dear  Drift,  *  to  fet  our  matters  riglit,  610 

Remove  thefe  papers  from  my  fight ;  . -,>l>>  "' 

Burn  Mat's  Des-cart,  and  Anftotle  :  ^  M^^  ^  ^ 
Here  !  Jonathan,  your  mailer's  bottle.'        '^^'    " 


*  Mr.  Prior's  Secretary  and  Executor, 
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TT  is  hard  for  a  man  to  fpeak  of  himfelfwith  any  to- 
lerable  fatisfadlion  or  fucccfs:  he  can  be  more  pleafed 
in  blaming  himfelf,  than  in  reading  a  fatire  made  on  him 
by  another  :  and  though  he  may  juftly  defire  that  a 
friend  fhould  praife  him;  yet,  if  he  makes  his  own  pa- 
negyrick,  he  will  get  very  few  to  read  it.  It  is  harder 
for  him  to  fpeak  of  his  own  writings.  An  author  is 
in  the  condition  of  a  culprit :  the  publick  are  his 
judges:  by  allowing  too  much,  and  condefcending  too 
far,  he  may  injure  his  own  caufe,  and  become  a  kind 
of  felo  de  fe  ;  and,  by  pleading  and  afferting  too  boldly, 
he  may  difpleafe  the  court  that  fits  upon  him  :  his 
apology  may  only  heighten  his  accufation.  I  would 
avoid  thefe  extremes :  and  though,  I  grant,  it  would 
not  be  very  civil  to  trouble  the  reader  with  a  long 
preface,  before  he  enters  upon  an  indifferent  poem  ;  I 
would  fay  fomething  to  perfuade  him  to  take  it  as  it  is, 
or  to  excufe  it  for  not  being  better. 

The  noble  images  and  refledlions,  the  profound  rea- 
fonings  upon  human  actions,  and  excellent  precepts  for 
the  government  of  life,  which  are  found  in  the  Proverbs, 
Ecclefiafles,  and  other  books  commonly  attributed  to 
SolomoD,  afford  fubjedls  for  finer  poems  in  cvtry  kind, 

tham 
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than  have,  I  think,  as  yet  appeared  in  the  Greek, 
Latin,  or  any  modern  language  :  how  far  they  were 
verfe  in  their  original  is  a  diflertation  not  to  be  entered 
into  at  prefent. 

Out  of  this  great  treafure,  which  lies  heaped  up  to- 
gether in  a  confufed  magnificence,  above  all  order,  I 
had  a  mind  to  colle6l  and  digeft  fuch  obfervations  and 
apophthegms,  as  moll  particularly  tend  to  the  proof  of 
that  great  affertion,  laid  down  in  the  beginning  of 
the  Ecclefiaftes,  All  is  vanity. 

Upon  the  fubjeft  thus  chofen,  fuch  various  images 
prefent  themfelves  to  a  writer's  mind,  that  he  muft  find 
it  eafier  to  judge  what  fhould  be  rejefted,  than  what 
ought  to  be  received.  The  difficulty  lies  in  drawing 
and  difpofing  ;  or  (as  the  painters  term  it)  ingroiip'mg 
fuch  a  multitude  of  different  objefts,  preferving  ftill  the 
juftice  and  conformity  of  ftyle  and  colouring,  the 
**  fimplex  duntaxat  &  unum,"  which  Horace  prefcribes, 
as  requifite  to  make  the  whole  picture  beautiful  and 
perfeft. 

As  precept,  however  true  in  theory,  or  ufeful  in 
practice,  would  be  but  dry  and  tedious  in  verfe,  efpe- 
cially  if  the  recital  be  long,  I  found  it  neceffary  to 
form  fome  ftory,  and  give  a  kind  of  body  to  the  poem. 
Under  what  fpecies  it  may  be  comprehended,  whether 
Didafcalicor  Heroic,  I  leave  to  the  judgment  of  the 
critics,  defiring  them  to  be  favourable  in  their  cenfure  ; 
and  not  folicitous  what  the  poem  is  called,  provided  it 
may  be  accepted. 

The 
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The  chief  perfona^^e,  or  charafter,  in  the  Epic  h 
always  proportioned  to  the  ddig-n  of  the  work,  to  carry- 
on  the  narration  and  the  moral.  Homer  intended  to 
{hew  us,  in  his  Iliad,  that  dillenlions  amongft  great  men 
obllruft  the  execution  of  the  nobleft  cnterprizes,  and 
tend  to  the  ruin  of  a  ftate  or  kingdom.  His  Achilles 
therefore  is  haughty  and  paflionate,  impatient  of  any 
reftraint  by  laws,  and  arrogant  in  arms.  In  his  OdyfTes, 
the  fame  Poet  endeavours  to  explain,  that  the  hardeft 
difficulties  may  be  overcome  by  labour,  and  our  fortune 
reftored  after  the  fevereft  affliftions.  UlyfTes  therefore 
is  valiant,  virtuous,  and  patient.  Virgil's  defign  was 
to  tell  us,  how,  from  a  fmall  colony  eftablifhed  by  the 
Trojans  in  Italy,  the  Roman  empire  rbfe ;  and  from 
what  ancient  families  Auguftus  (who  was  his  prince 
and  patron)  defcended.  His  hero  therefore  was  to  fight 
his  way  to  the  throne,  ftill  diftinguifhed  and  protedled 
by  the  favour  of  the  gods.  The  Poet  to  this  end  takes 
off  from  the  vices  of  Achilles,  and  adds  to  the  virtues  of 
Ulyffes ;  from  both  perfecting  a  charafter  proper  for 
"  his  work  in  the  perfon  of -/Eneas. 

As  Virgil  copied  after  Homer,  other  Epic  Poets 
have  copied  after  them  both.  Taflb's  Gierufalemme 
Liberata  is  diredly  Troy  Town  Sacked  ;  with  this  dif- 
ference only,  that  the  two  chief  charafters  in  Homer, 
which  the  Latin  Poet  had  joined  in  one,  the  Italian 
has  feparated  in  his  Godfrey  and  Rinaldo  :  but  he 
makes  them  both  carry  on  his  work  with  veiy  great 
fuccefs.  Ronfard's  Franciade  (incomparably  good  as 
far  as  it  goes)   is  again  Virgil's  iEneis.     His  Hero 

comes 
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comes  from  a  foreign  country,  fettles  a  colony,  and 
lays  the  foundation  of  a  future  empire.  I  inftance  in 
tliefe,  as  the  greatefl  Itahan  and  French  Poets  in  the 
Epic.  In  our  language,  Spenfer  has  not  contented 
himfelf  with  this  fubmiflive  manner  of  imitation  :  he 
launches  out  into  very  flowery  paths,  which  flill  feem  to 
condu6l  him  into  one  great  road.  His  Fairy  Queen 
(had  it  been  finifhed)  muft  have  ended  in  the  account 
which  every  Knight  was  to  give  of  his  adventures,  and 
in  the  accumulated  praifes  of  his  heroine  Gloriana^ 
The  whole  would  have  been  an  Heroic  Poem,  but  in 
another  caft  and  figure  than  any  that  ever  had  been 
written  before.  Yet  it  is  obfervable,  that  every  Hero 
(as  far  aswe  c^n  judge  by  the  books  ilill  remaining} 
bears  his  dillinguifhed  character,  and  reprefents  fome 
particular  virtue  conducive  tolhe  whole  defign. 

To  bring  this  to  our  prefent  fubjeft.  The  pleafures 
of  life  do  not  compcnfate  themiferies^  age  Heals  upon 
us  unawares ;  and  death,  as  the  only  cure  of  our  ills, 
ought  tQ  be  expefted,  but  not  feared.  This  inilruftion 
is  to  be  illuftrated  by  the  aft  ion  of  fome  great  perfon. 
Who  therefore  more  proper  for  the  bufinefs,  than  So- 
lomon himfelf  ?  And  why  may  he  not  be  fuppofed  now 
to  repeat  what,  we  take  it  for  granted,  he  a6led  almoil 
three  thoufan'd  years  fmce  ?  If,  in  the  fair  fituation 
where  this  prince  was  placed,  he  was  acquainted  with 
forrow ;  if,  endowed  with  the  greateil  perfections  of 
nature,  and  poffefTed  of  all  the  advantages  of  external 
condition,  he  could  not  find  happinefs  ;  the  reft  of 
mankind  mzj  fafely  take  the  monarch's  word  for  the 

truth 


PREFACE    TO    SOLOMON.         ao.j 

truth  of  what  he  afferts.  And  the  author  who  would 
perfuatle  that  we  fliould  bear  the  ills  of  life  patiently, 
merely  becaufe  Solomon  felt  the  fame,  has  a  better  ar- 
gument than  Lucretius  had,  when,  in  his  imperious 
way,  he  at  once  convinces  and  commands,  that  wc 
ought  to  fubmit  to  Death  without  repining,  becaufe 
Epicurus  died. 

The  whole  Poem  is  a  foliloquy  :  Solomon  is  the 
perfon  that  fpeaks  ;  he  is  at  once  the  Hero  and  the 
Author,  but  he  tells  us  very  often  what  others  fay  to 
him.  Thofe  chiefly  introduced  are  his  rabbies  and 
philbfophers  in  the  firfl  book  ;  and  his  women  and  their 
attendants  in  the  fecond  :  with  thefe  the  facred  hiflory 
mentions  him  to  have  converfed  ;  as  likewife  with  the 
Angel  brought  down  in  the  third  book,  to  help  him 
out  of  his  difficulties,  or  at  leaft  to  teach  him  how  to 
overcome  them. 

'*  Nee  Deus  interfit  nifi  dignus  vindice  nodus — '* 

I  prefume  this  poetical  liberty  may  be  very  juftly  al- 
lowed me  on  fo  folemn  an  occafion. 

In  my  defcription  I  have  endeavoured  to  keep  to  the 
notions  and  manners  of  the  Jewifh  nation  at  the  time 
when  Solomon  lived :  and,  where  I  allude  to  the 
culloms  of  the  Greeks,  I  believe  I  may  be  juftified  by 
the  flric'leil  chronology  ;  though  a  Poet  is  not  obliged 
to  the  rules  that  confine  an  Hiflorian.  Virgil  has  an- 
ticipated two  hundred  years  ;  or  the  Trojan  Hero  and 
Carthaginian  Queen  could  not  have  been  brought  to- 
gether ;  and  without  the  fame  anachronifm  feveral-  of 

the 
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the  finefl  parts  of  his  iEneis  mull  have  been  omitted. 
Our  countryman  Milton  goes  yet  further.  He  takes 
up  many  of  his  material  images  fome  thoufands  of  years 
after  the  fall  of  man  :  nor  could  he  otherwife  have 
written,  or  we  read,  one  of  the  fublimeft  pieces  of  in- 
vention that  was  ever  yet  produced.  This  likevvife 
takes  off  the  objedion,  that  fome  names  of  countries, 
terms  of  art,  and  notions  in  natural  philofophy,  are 
otherwife  expreffed  than  can  be  warranted  by  the 
geography  or  aftronomy  of  Solomon's  time.  Poets 
are  allowed  the  fame  liberty  in  their  defcriptions  and 
comparifons,  as  painters  in  their  draperies  and  orna- 
ments :  their  perfonages  may  be  dreffed,  not  exactly 
in  the  fame  habits  which  they  wore,  but  in  fuch  as 
make  them  appear  moil:  graceful.  In  this  cafe  pro- 
bability muft  atone  for  the  want  of  truth.  This  li- 
berty has  indeed  been  abufed  by  eminent  mailers  in 
either  fcience.  Raphael  and  TafTo  have  (hewn  their 
difcretlon,  where  Paul  Veronefe  and  Arlofto  are  to 
anfwer  for  their  extravagances.  It  is  the  excefs,  not 
the  thing  itfelf,  that  is  blameable. 

I  would  fay  one  word  of  the  meafure  in  which  this 
and  moit  Poems  of  the  age  are  written.  Heroic  with 
continued  rhyme,  as  Donne  and  his  contemporaries 
ufcd  it,  carrying  the  fenfe  of  one  verfe  moil  commonly 
into  another,  was  found  too  diifolute  and  wild,  and 
came  very  often  too  near  profe.  As  Davenant  and 
Waller  corre6led,  and  Dryden  perfedled  it,  it  is  too 
confined:  it  cuts  off  the  fenfe  at  the  end  of  every  iirll 
JIiic,  which  muft   always  rhyme  to  the  next  following  ; 

and 
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and  confequ€ntly  produces  too  frequent  an  identity  ia 
the  fouud,  and  brings  every  couplet  to  the  point  of  an 
epigram.  It  is  indeed  too  broken  and  weak,  to  convey 
the  fentiments  and  reprefent  the  images  proper  for  Epic. 
And,  as  it  tires  the  writer  while  he  compofes,  it  mull 
do  the  fame  to  the  reader  while  he  repeats  ;  efpecially 
in  a  Poem  of  any  couiiderable  length. 

If  linking  out  into  Blank  Verfe,  as  Milton  did  (and 
in  this  kind  Mr,  Philips,  had  he  lived,  would  have 
excelled)  ;  or  running  the  thought  into  Alternate  and 
Stanza,  which  allows  a  greater  variety,  and  Hill  prc- 
ferves  the  dignity  of  the  verfe,  as  Spenfcr  and  Fairfax 
have  done ;  if  either  of  thefe,  I  fay,  be  a  proper  remedy 
for  my  poetical  complaint,  or  if  any  other  may  be 
found,  I  dare  not  determine  :  I  am  only  inquiring  in 
order  to  be  better  informed,  without  prefuming  to 
direft  the  judgment  of  others.  And,  while  I  am 
fpeaking  of  the  verfe  itfelf,  I  give  all  juft  praife  to 
many  of  my  friends  now  living,  who  have  in  Epic 
carried  the  harmony  of  their  numbers  as  far  as  the 
nature  of  this  meafure  will  permit.  But,  once  more  : 
he,  that  writes  in  rhymes,  dances  in  fetters;  and,  as  his 
chain  is  more  extended,  he  may  certainly  take  larger 
fteps. 

I  need  make  no  apology  for  the  fliort  digreffive  pa- 
negyrick  upon  Great  Britain  in  the  Firft  Book.  I  am 
glad  to  have  it  obferved,  that  there  appears  throughout 
ail  my  verfes  a  zeal  for  the  honour  of  my  country :  and 
1  had  rather  be  thought  a  good  Englifhman,  than  the 
bell  Poet,  or  the  greatefl  Scholar  that  ever  wrote. 
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And  now  as  to  the  publlfiiing  of  this  piece,  though 
I  have  in  a  literal  fenfe  obferved  Horace's  "  Nonum 
"  prematur  in  annum  j"  yet  have  I  by  no  means  obeyed 
our  poetical  Lawgiver,  according  to  the  fpirit  of  the 
precept.  The  Poem  has  indeed  been  written  and  laid 
afide  much  longer  than  the  term  prefcribed  ;  but  in  the 
meantime  I  had  little  leifure,  and  lefs  inclination,  to 
revife  or  print  it.  The  frequent  interruptions  I  have 
met  with  in  my  private  lladies,  and  great  variety  ef 
public  life  in  which  I  have  been  employed,  my 
thoughts  (fuch  as  they  are)  having  generally  been  ex- 
prefTed  in  foreign  language,  and  even  formed  by  a  ha- 
bitude very  different  from  what  the  beauty  and  elegance 
of  Englifh  Poetry  requires:  all  thefe,  and  fome  other 
circumftances  which  we  had  as  good  pafs  by  at  prefent, 
do  jullly  contribute  to  make  my  excufe  in  this  behalf 
very  plaufible.  Far  indeed  from  defigning  to  print,  I 
had  locked  up  thefe  papers  in  my  fcritoire,  there  to 
lie  in  peace  till  my  executors  might  have  taken  them 
out.  What  altered  this  defign,  or  how  my  fcritoire 
came  to  be  unlocked  before  my  coffin  was  nailed,  is 
the  queftion.  The  ti'ue  reafon  I  take  to  be  the  bcfl  : 
many  of  my  friends  of  the  firft  quality,  fineft  learning, 
and  greateft  underllanding,  have  wrefted  the  key  from 
my  hands  by  a  very  kind  and  irrefilHble  violence  :  and 
the  poem  is  publifhed,  not  M^thout  my  confent  indeed, 
but  a  little  againft  my  opinion  ;  and  with  an  implicit 
fubmiffion  to  the  partiality  of  their  judgment.  As  I 
give  up  here  the  fruits  of  many  of  my  vacant  hours  to 
their  amufement  and  pleafiire,    I  fhall  always  think 
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myfclf  liappy,  if  I  m?iy  dedicate  my  mod  fcrioiis  en- 
deavours to  their  intereil  and  fervice.  And  1  am  proud 
to  finifli  this  preface  by  faying,  that  the  violence  of 
many  enemies,  whom  I  never  juflly  offended,  is 
abundantly  recompenfed  by  the  goodnefs  of  more 
friends,  whom  I  can  never  fufficiently  oblip;c.  And 
if  I  here  affume  the  liberty  of  mentioning  my  Lord 
Harley  and  Lord  Bathuril  as  the  authors  of  this  ami- 
cable confederacy,  among  all  thofe  wliofe  names  do 
me  great  honour  at  the  beginning  of  my  book''^  ;  thefc 
two  only  ought  to  be  angry  with  me:  for  I  difobey 
their  pofitive  order,  whilll  I  make  even  this  fmall  ac- 
knowledgment of  their  particular  kindnefs. 

*■  A«  fubfcribcrs  to  the  edition  in  folio,  i/iS, 
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**  The  words  of  the  Preacher  the  Son  of  David  King 
"  of  Jerufalem."  Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  i.  ver.  i. 

**  Vanity  of  vanities,  fays  the  Preacher,  vanity  of 
**  vanities,  all  is  vanity."  Ver.  2. 

**  I  communed  with  mine  own  heart,  faying,  Lo,  I  am 
"  come  to  great  eftate,  and  have  gotten  more  wif- 
*'  dom  than  all  they  that  have  been  before  me  in 
**  Jerufalem  :  yea  my  heart  had  great  experience  of 
*'  wifdom  and  knowledge.**  Ver.  16. 

**  He  fpake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar-tree  that  is  in 
*'  Lebanon,  even  unto  the  hyffop  that  fpringeth  out 
*'  of  the  wall ;  he  fpake  alfo  of  beafts,  and  of  fowl, 
**  and  of  creeping  things,  and  of  fifties."  i  Kings, 
chap.  iv.  ver,  33. 

**  I  know,  that  whatfoever  God  doeth,  it  fhall  be  for 
*'  ever :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing 
**  taken  from  it ;  and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  ftiould 
"  ftar  before  him."  Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  iii.  ver.  14. 

**  He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiful  in  his  time  : 
**  alfo  he  hath  fet  the  world  in  their  heart,  fo  that  no 
"  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God  maketh  from 
**  the  beginning  to  the  end."  Ver.  11. 

**  For  in  much  wifdom  is  much  grief:  and  he  that 
"  increafeth  knowledge,  increafeth  forrow."  Chap.  i. 
ver.  18. 

**  And  further,  by  thefe,  my  fon,  be  admoniflied  ;  of 
"  making  many  books  there  is  no  end ;  and  much 
**  jludy  is  a  wearinefs  of  the  flefti."  Chap.  xii.  ver.  12. 
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THE      ARGUMENT. 

Solomon,  feeking  happlnefs  from  knowledge,  convenes 
tlie  learned  men  of  his  kingdom  ;  requires  them  to 
explain  to  him  the  various  operations  and  effects  of 
Nature  ;  difcourfes  of  vegetables,  animals,  and  man  ; 
propofes  fome  queftions  concerning  the  origin  and 
fituation  of  the  habitable  earth  ;  proceeds  to  examine 
the  fyllem  of  the  vifible  heaven;  doubts  if  there 
may  not  be  a  plui-ality  of  worlds  ;  inquires  into  the 
nature  of  Spirits  and  Angels  ;  and  wiflies  to  be  more 
fully  informed  as  to  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme 
Being.  He  is  imperfectly  anfwered  by  the  Rabbins 
and  Doctors  ;  blames  his  own  curioflty  ;  and  con- 
cludes, that,  as  to  Human  Science,  All  is  Vanity. 

XT'E   Sons  of  men,  with  juft  regard  attend, 

-*-      Obferve  the  Preacher,  and  believe  the  Friend, 
Whofe  ferious  Mufe  infpires  him  to  explain, 
That  all  we  adtj  and  all  we  think,  is  vain  ; 
That,  in  this  pilgrimage  of  feventy  years,  5 

O'er  rocks  of  perils,  and  through  vales  of  tears, 
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Deftin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  fteps  we  tend, 

Tir'd  with  the  toil,  yet  fearful  of  its  end : 

That  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  fhares 

Of  follies,  paflions,  labours,  tumults,  cares  ;  lo 

And,  at  approach  of  death,  fliail  only  know  "> 

The  truth,  which  from  thefe  penfive  numbers  flow,   > 

That  we  purfue  falfe  joy,  and  fuffer  real  woe.  3 

Happinefs,  objeft  of  that  waking  dream. 
Which  we  call  life,  miftaking  :  fugitive  theme  15 

Of  my  purfuing  verfe,  ideal  fiiade. 
Notional  good,  by  fancy  only  made. 
And  by  tradition  nurs'd,  fallacious  fire, 
Whofe  dancing  beams  miflead  our  fond  defire, 
Caufe  of  our  care,  and  error  of  our  mind  ;  20 

Oh  !   hadil  thou  ever  been  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  Adam,  and  his  mortal  race  ;   the  boon 
Entire  had  been  referv'd  for  Solomon  : 
On  me  the  partial  lot  had  been  befcow'd, 
And  in  my  cup  the  golden  draught  had  flow'd.         25 

But  O  !   ere  yet  original  man  was  made, 
Ere  the  foundations  of  this  earth  were  laid. 
It  was,  opponent  to  our  fearch,  ordain'd 
That  joy,  ftill  fought,  fliould  never  be  attain'd. 
This  fad  experience  cites  me  to  reveal,  30 

And  what  I  diftate  is  from  what  I  feel. 

Born,  as  I  was,  great  David's  favourite  fen, 
Dear  to  my  people,  on  the  Hebrew  throne, 
SubHme  my  court,  with  Ophir's  treafures  bleily 
Ivly  name  extended  to  the  fartheil  eaft,  .  35 

My 
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My  body  cloth'd  with  eveiy  outward  grace, 
Strength  in  my  h'mbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face, 
My  fiiining  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown'd, 
Quick  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  found : 
Arife  (I  commun'd  with  myfelf),  arife  ;  40 

Think,  to  be  happy  ;  to  be  great,  be  wife : 
Content  of  fpirit  mull  from  fcience  flow, 
For  'tis  a  godlike  attribute  to  know. 

I  faid;   and  fent  my  edift  through  the  land: 
Around  my  throne  the  letter'd  rabbins  {land  ;  45 

Hiftoric  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  fpread. 
The  old  difcourfmg  as  the  younger  read  : 
Attent  I  heard,  propos'd  my  doubts,  and  faid  : 

The  vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  tree, 
Its  feed,  its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree,  50 

I  am  allow'd,  as  Fame  reports,  to  know, 
From  the  fair  cedar  on  the  craggy  brow 
Of  Lebanon  nodding  fupremeiy  tall. 
To  creeping  mofs  and  hyflbp  on  the  wall : 
Yet,  jult  and  confcious  to  myfelf,  I  find  ^^ 

A  thoufand  doubts  oppofe  the  fearching  mind. 

I  know  not  why  the  beach  delights  the  glade 
With  boughs  extended,  and  a  rounder  fhade  ; 
Whilll  towering  firs  in  conic  fonns  arife. 
And  with  a  pointed  fpear  divide  the  llvies  :  60 

Nor  why  again  the  changing  oak  Hiould  flicd 
The  yearly  honour  of  his  ftately  head ; 
Vv^'hiHt  the  dircinguifli'd  yew  is  ever  feen,. 
Ujichang'd  his  branch,  and  permanent  his  gi-een. 
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Wanting  the  fun,  why  does  the  caltha  fade  ?  65 

Why  does  the  cyprefs  flouriih  in  the  fliade  ? 

The  fig  and  date,  why  love  they  to  remain 

In  middle  ftation,  and  an  even  plain  ; 

While  in  the  lower  marfli  the  gourd  is  found, 

And  while  the  hill  with  olive-fhade  is  crown'd  ?        70 

Why  does  one  climate  and  one  foil  endue 

The  blurtiing  poppy  with  a  crimfon  hue, 

Yet  leave  the  Hly  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue  ? 

Why  does  the  fond  carnation  love  to  fhoot 

A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ;  75 

While  the  fantallic  tulip  llrives  to  break 

In  twofold  beauty,  and  a  parted  ftreak  ? 

The  twining  jafmine  and  the  blufhing  rofe 

With  lavifh  grace  their  morning  fcents  difclofe  : 

The  fnielhng  tuberofe  and  jonquil  declare  80 

The  ftronger  impulfe  of  an  evening  air. 

Whence  has  the  tree  (refolve  me)  or  the  flower 

A  various  inllinft,  or  a  different  power  ? 

Why  fhould  one  earth,  one  clime,  ojie  ftream,  one  breath, 

Raife  this  to  ftrength,  and  ficken  that  to  death  ?       &5 

Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant,  which  well 
We  name  the  fenfitive,  fliould  move  and  feel  ? 
Whence  know  her  leaves  to  anfwer  her  command, 
And  with  quick  horror  fly  the  neighbouring  hand  ? 

Along  the  funny  bank,  or  w^atery  mead,  90 

Ten  thoufand  Halks  the  various  blofToms  fpread  : 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  foil. 
They  neither  know  to  fpin,  nor  care  to  toil ; 

Yet 


BOOK    I.      K  N  0  IV  L  E  D  G  E.        21- 

Yct  with  confefs'd  magnificence  deride 

Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride.  95 

The  cowflip  fmiles,  in  brighter  yellow  drefs'd 

Than  that  which  veils  the  nubile  virgin's  breail : 

A  fairer  red  (lands  blulhing  in  the  rofe 

That  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  vcflmcnt  fic.ws. 

Take  but  the  humblefl:  lily  of  the  field  ;     '  ico 

And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reafon  yield. 

It  muft  by  fure  comparifon  be  fhewn 

That  on  the  regal  feat  great  David's  fon, 

Array'd  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power. 

Shines  with  lefs  glory  thrin  that  fimple  flower,         loc 

Of  fifhes  next,  my  friends,  I  would  inquire  : 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  refpirc, 
From  the  fmall  fry  that  glide  on  Jordan'ij  fiream 
Unmark'd,  a  multitude  v»ithout  a  name, 
To  that  Leviathan,  who  o'er  the  feas  no 

Immenfe  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  ways. 
And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempefl:  plays  I 
How  they  in  vsarlike  bands  march  greatly  forth 
From  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  north. 
To  fouthern  climes  diretling  tlieir  career,  1 15 

Their  Ration  changing  with  th'  inverted  year  ? 
How  all  with  careful  knowledge  are  endued. 
To  choofe  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food ; 
To  guard  their  fpawn,  and  educate  their  brood  ? 

Of  birds,  how  each  according  to  her  kind  1 20 

Proper  materials  for  her  neft  can  find. 
And  build  a  frame,  which  deepeft  thouglit  in  man 
Would  or  amend  or  imitate  in  vain  ? 
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Row  in  fmail  jfiights  they  know  to  try  their  young". 

And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  fong  ?        1 2^ 

Why  thefe  frequent  the  plain,  and  thofe  the  wood  I 

Why  every  land  has  her  fpecific  brood  ? 

Where  the  tall  crane,  or  winding  fwallow,  goes. 

Fearful  of  gathering  winds  and  falling  fnows  ; 

1^  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees,  they  creep,  130 

In  temporary  death  confin'd  to  fleep  ; 

Or,  confcious  of  the  coming  evil,  fiy 

To  milder  regions,  and  a  fouthern  llcy  ? 

Of  beads  and  creeping  infefts  Ihall  we  trace 
The  wondrous  nature,  and  the  various  race  ;  155' 

Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe. 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  ftudious,  v\^ho  pretend  to  fee 
Far  into  Nature's  bofom,  whence  the  bee 
Was  iiril  inform'd  her  venturous  flight  to  fteer        140 
Through  tracklefs  paths,  and  an  abyfs  of  air  ? 
Whence  fhe  avoids  the  fiimy  marfii,  and  knows         -n 
The  fertile  hills  where  fweeter  herbage  grows,  5- 

Andhoney-makingflowersthelropeningbudsdifclofe?.! 
How  from  the  thicken'd  mift,  and  fetting  fun,        145 
Finds  fhe  the  labour  of  her  day  is  done  ? 
Who  taught  her  againft  v/inds  and  rains  to  flrive. 
To  bring  her  burden  to  the  certain  hive  ; 
And  through  the  Hquid  fields  again  to  pafs 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  founding  brafs  ?     150 

And,  O  thou  fluggard,  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midft  fummer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
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By  conftant  journies  careful  to  prqjare 

Her  llores  ;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear. 

By  what  inftru6tion  does  (he  bite  the  grain,  155 

Left,  hid  In  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 

It  might  ehide  the  forefight  of  her  care  ? 

Diftlncl  In  either  Infeft's  deed  appear 

The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear 

Fix  thy  corporeal  and  Internal  eye  160. 

On  the  young  gnat,  or  new-engender'd  fly ; 
On  the  vile  worm  that  yeilerday  beg-an 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abjetl  man  ! 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  tafte,  they  fee. 
They  (hew  their  paffions  by  their  adls,  like  thee  :  165 
Darting  their  ftings,  they  prevloufly  declare 
Defign'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war  : 
Laying  their  eggs,  they  evidently  prove 
The  genial  power,  and  full  effect  of  love. 
Each  then  has  organs  to  digeil  his  food,  lyo 

One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood ; 
Has  limbs  and  fmews,  blood  and  heart,  and  brain, 
Life  and  her  proper  functions  to  fuftain, 
Though  the  whole  fabric  fmidler  than  a  grain. 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reafon  grant  1 7^ 

To  the  large  whale,  or  caftled  elephant ; 
To  thofe  enormous  terrors  of  the  Nile, 
The  crefted  fnake,  and  long-tail'd  crocodile  ; 
Than  that  all  differ  but  in  fliape  and  name. 
Each  deftln'd  to  a  lefs  or  larger  frame  ?  180 

For  potent  Nature  loves  a  various  adl. 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  ftudious  to  contrad  ; 

Now 
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ISFow  forms  her  work  too  fmall,  now  too  invmenfe, 

And  fcorns  the  meafures  of  our  feeble  fenfe. 

The  objeft  fpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  high,  185 

Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye ; 

'Too  little,  it  eludes  the  dazzled  fight, 

Becomes  mixt  blacknefs,  or  unparted  light. 

Water  and  air  the  varied  form  confound  ; 

The  ftraight  looks  crooked,  and  the  fquare  grows  round. 

Thus,  while  with  fruitlefs  hope  and  weary  pain, 
We  feek  great  Nature's  power,  but  feek  in  vain, 
Safe  fits  the  goddcfs  in  her  dark  retreat  ; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait, 
And  endlefs  fliapes,  which  the  myfterious  queen     1 9 J 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain. 
As  from  our  loft  purfult  ihe  wills,  to  hide 
Her  clofe  decrees,  and  chaften  human  pride. 

Untam'd  and  fierce  the  tiger  lllil  remains ; 
He  tires  his  life  In  biting  on  his  chains  :  200 

For  the  kind  gifts  of  water  and  of  food  "% 

Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good,  > 

He  feeks  his  keeper's  flefli,  and  thlrfts  his  blood :      J 
While  the  llrong  camel,  and  the  generous  horfe, 
Reftrain'd  and  aw'd  by  man's  inferior  force,  205 

X>o  to  the  rider's  will  their  rage  fubmit, 
And  anfwer  to  the  fpur,  and  own  the  bit ; 
Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  meet  the  feeder's  hand, 
Pleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  command. 

Again  :   the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad,  210 

On  fecr-et  rapine  bent,  and  midnight  fraud  j 

Now 
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Now  haunts  the  cliff,  now  traverfes  the  lawn, 

And  flies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man  : 

While  the  kind  fpaniel,  and  the  faithful  hound, 

Likeil  that  fox  in  fliape  and  fpecies  found,  215 

Refufes  through  thefe  cliffs  and  lawns  to  roam, 

Purfues  the  noted  path,  and  covets  home. 

Does  with  kind  joy  domeftic  faces  meet. 

Takes  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat. 

And,  dying,  licks  his  long-lov'd  mafler's  feet.     220 

By  what  immediate  caufe  they  are  incHn'd, 
In  many  a6ls,  'tis  hard,  I  own,  to  find. 
I  fee  in  others,  or  I  think  I  fee, 
That  ftri6l  their  principles  and  ours  agree>. 
Evil  like  us  they  fhun,  and  covet  good^  225 

Abhor  the  poifon,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate  ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  feeming  thought  their  adion  they  intend. 
And  ufe  the  means  proportioned  to  the  end.  230 

Then  vainly  the  philofopher  avers. 
That  reafon  guides  our  deed,  and  inflinft  theirs. 
How  can  we  juflly  different  caufes  frame, 
When  the  effeds  intirely  are  the  fame  ? 
Inflinft  and  reafon  how  can  we  divide  ?  235 

'Tis  the  fooPs  ignorance,  and  the  pedant*s  pride. 

With  the  fame  folly,  fure,  man  vaunts  his  fway. 
If  the  brute  beafl  refufes  to  obey. 
For  tell  me,  when  the  empty  boafter's  word 
Proclaims  himfelf  the  univerfal  lord,  240 
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Does  he  not  tremble,  left  the  lion's  paw 

Should  join  his  plea  againil  the  fancy 'd  law  ? 

Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair, 

If  in  the  fchools  or  porches  fliould  appear 

The  fierce  hyaena,  or  the  foaming  bear  ?  245 

The  combatant  too  late  the  field  declines. 
When  now  the  fword  is  girded  to  his  loins. 
W^hen  the  fwift  vefTel  flies  before  the  wind,. 
Too  late  the  failor  views  the  land  behind. 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring  25Q 

Inquiry,  rais'd  and  towering  on  the  wing  :: 
Forward  fiie  llrives,  averfe  to  be  withheld 
From  nobler  objefts,  and  a  larger  field- 

Confid-er  with  me  this  sethereal  fpace, 
Yielding  to  earth  and  fea  the  middle  place.  255' 

Anxious  I  afii  you,  how  the  penfile  ball 
Should  never  ftrive  to  rife,  nor  fear  to  fall  ? 
When  I  refled  hov/  the  revolving  fun 
Does  round  our  globe  his  crooked  journies  run, 
I  doubt  of  many  lands,  if  they  contain  260 

Or  herd  of  beaft,  or  colony  of  man  ; 
If  any  nation  pafs  their  dellin'd  days 
Beneath  the  neighbouring  fun's  direcler  rays  ;■ 
If;  any  fuffer  ojv  the  Polar  coall 
The  rage  of  Arftos  and  eternal  froft.  265 

May  not  the  pleafure  of  Omnipotence 
To  each  of  thefe  fojne  fecret  good  difpenfe  I 
Tiiofe  who  amidil  the  torrid  regions  five. 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receive  ^ 

Sec 
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See  dally  fhowers  rejoice  the  thirfty  earth,  270 

And  blefs  the  flowery  buds*  fucceeding  birth  ? 

May  they  not  pity  us,  condemn'd  to  beai- 

The  various  heaven  of  an  obh'quer  fphere ; 

While  by  fix'd  laws,  and  with  a  juft  return. 

They  feel  twelve  hours  that  (hade,  for  twelve  that  burn  ; 

And  praife  the  neighbouring  fun,  wiiofe  conflant  flame 

Enlightens  thenn  with  feafons  ftill  the  fame  ? 

And  may  not  thofe,  whofe  diftant  lot  is  caft: 

North  beyond  Tartary^s  extended  v/afle  ; 

Where  through  the  plains  of  one  continual  day      280 

Six  fnining  months  purfue  their  even  way. 

And  fix  fucceeding  urge  their  dufivy  flight, 

Obfcur'd  with  vapours,  and  o'ei-whelmM  in  night : 

May  not,  I  afl>:,  the  natives  of  thefe  climes 

(As  annals  may  inform  fucceeding  times)  285 

To  our  quotidian  change  of  heaven  prefer 

Their  own  viciflitude,  and  equal  fliare 

Of  day  and  night,  difparted  through  the  year  ? 

May  they  not  fcorn  our  fun's  repeated  race, 

To  narrow  bounds  prefcrib'd,  and  little  fpace,         290 

J-iallening  from  morn,  and  headlong  driven  from  noon. 

Half  of  our  daily  toil  yet  fcarcely  done  ? 

May  they  not  juftly  to  our  climes  upbraid 

Shortnefs  of  night,  and  penur)'  of  fhade  ; 

That,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  juflly  blefl  295 

With  wholefome  flcep,  and  neceffary  reft, 

Another  fun  demands  return  of  care. 

The  remnant  toil  of  yefterday  to  bear  ? 

Whilft, 
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Whilft,  when  the  folar  beams  falute  their  fight, 

Bold  and  fecure  in  half  a  year  of  light,  300 

Uninterrupted  voyages  they  take 

To  the  remotcft  wood,  and  fartheft  lake  ; 

Manage  the  fifhing,  and  purfce  the  courfe 

With  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continued  force  T 

And,  when  declining  day  forfakes  their  flcy,  305 

\Vhcn  gathering  clouds  fpeak  gloomy  winter  nigh  ; 

With  plenty  for  the  coming  feafon  bleft, 

Six  folid  months  (an  age)  they  live,,  released 

From  all  the  labour,  procefs,  clamour,  woe, 

Which  our  fad  fcenes  of  daily  aftion  know  :  310 

They  light  the  fliining  lamp,  prepare  the  feafl, 

And  with  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  gueil: ; 

Or  tell  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 

Which  now  they  fufFer)  to  the  lillening  fair ; 

And,  rais'd  in  pleafure,  or  repos'd  in  eafe  315 

(Grateful  alternate  of  fubllantial  peace), 

They  blefs  the  long  nocturnal  influence  fhed 

On  the  crown'd  goblet,  and  the  genial  bed. 

In  foreign  ifles  which  our  difcoverers  lind, 
Far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd,  320 

The  rugged  bear's,  or  fpotted  lynx's  brood, 
Frighten  the  vallies,  and  infell  the  wood ; 
The  hungry  crocodile,  and  hilTrng  fnake, 
I^urk  in  the  troubled  llream  and  fenny  brake  ; 
And  man,  untaught  and  ravenous  as  the  beaft,        32^ 
Does  valley,  wood,  and  brake,  and  fiream,  infell  ; 
Deriv'd  thefe  men  and  animals  their  birth 
From  trunk  of  oak,  or  pregnant  womb  of  earth  ? 

Wiencc 
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Whence  then  the  old  behef,  that  all  began 

In  Eden's  fhadc,  and  one  created  man  ?  330 

Or,  grant  this  progeny  was  wafted  o'er 

By  coailing  boats  from  next  adjacent  Ihore  ; 

"Would  thofe,  from  whom  we  will  fuppofe  they  fpring. 

Slaughter  to  harmlefs  lands  and  polfon  bring  ? 

Would  they  on  board  or  bears  or  lynxes  take,         335 

Teed  the  flie  adder,  and  the  brooding  fnake  ? 

Or  could  they  think  the  new-difcover'd  ifle 

Pleas'd  to  receive  a  pregnant  crocodile  ? 

And,  fmce  the  favage  lineage  we  mull  trace 
From  Noah  fav'd,  and  his  diilinguifli'd  race  ;  340 

How  fhould  their  fathers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noah  taught,  the  rules  he  fet. 
To  fow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  generous  vine. 
And  load  with  gi-ateful  flames  the  holy  fhrine ; 
While  the  great  fire's  unhappy  fons  are  found,        34.5' 
Unprefs'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground, 
Straggling  o'er  dale  and  hill  in  queft  of  food, 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God  I 

How  fhall  we  next  o'er  earth  and  feas  purfue 
The  varied  forms  of  every  thing  we  view  ;  350 

That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame  I 
Of  thofe  materials,  which  have  been  confefs'd 
The  priftine  fprings  and  parents  of  the  reft, 
Each  becomes  other.     Water  ftopp'd  gives  birth    '7^^^ 
To  grafs  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  earth  : 
Diffus'd,  it  rifes  in  a  higher  fphere, 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  foftens  into  air : 

Thofe 
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Thofe  finer  parts  of  air  again  afpire, 

More  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire  :  360 

That  fire,  once  more  by  thicker  air  overcome, 

And  downward  forcM,  in  earth's  capacious  womb 

Alters  its  particles  ;  is  fire  no  more, 

But  lies  refplendent  dull,  and  fhining  ore  ; 

Or,  running  through  the  mighty  mother's  veins,    365 

Changes  its  fliape,  puts  off  its  old  remains; 

With  watery  parts  its  lefien'd  force  divides, 

Flows  into  waves,  and  rifes  into  tides. 

Difparted  llreams  fnall  from  their  channels  fly, 
And  deep  furcharg'd  by  fandy  mountains  he,  370 

Obfcurely  fepulcher'd.     By  eating  rain. 
And  furious  wind,  down  to  the  dillant  plain 
The  liill,  that  hides  his  head  above  the  fl<:ies. 
Shall  fall ;  the  plain  by  flow  degrees  fhall  rife 
Higher  than  eril  had  ilood  the  fummit-hill ;  375 

Tor  Time  muft  Nature's  great  behefl  fulfil. 

Thus,  by  a  length  of  years  and  change  of  fate. 
All  things  are  light  or  heavy,  fmall  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  fliall  future  clouds  appear, 
And  -Egypt's  pyramids  refi.ne  to  air  :  380 

Thus  later  age  fiiall  afi<;  for  Pifon's  flood, 
And  travellers  inquire  \yhere  Babel  ilood. 
Now  where  we  fee  thefe  changes  often  fall. 
Sedate  v/e  pafs  them  by  as  natural ; 
Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear,  385 

The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear. 
Let  active  thought  thefe  clofe  meanders  trace  ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  place  ; 

Arc 
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Are  all  things  miracle  ;  or  nothing  fuch  ? 

;And  prove  we  not  too  little,  or  too  much  ?  390 

For  that  a  branch  cut  off,  a  wither'd  rod 
Should  at  a  word  pronounc'd  revive  and  bud  ; 
Is  tills  more  ftrange,  than  that  the  mountain's  brow. 
Stripped  by  December's  froft,  and  white  with  fnow, 
^Should  pufh  in  fpring  ten  thoufand  thoufand  buds,  395" 
And  boaft  returning  leaves,  and  blooming  woods  ? 
That  each  fiiccefiive  night  from  opening  heaven 
The  food  of  angels  fhould  to  man  be  given  ; 
Is  this  more  ftrange,  than  that  with  common  bread 
Our  fainting  bodies  every  day  are  fed  ?  400 

Than  that  each  grain  and  feed,  confum'd  in  earth, 
Raifes  its  ftore,  and  multiplies  its  birth, 
And  from  the  handful,  which  the  tiller  fows. 
The  labour'd  fields  rejoice,  and  future  harveft  flows  ? 

Then,  from  whate'er  we  can  to  fenfe  produce,  405 
Common  and  plain,  or  wondrous  and  abftrufe, 
From  Nature's  conftant  or  eccentric  laws. 
The  thoughtful  foul  this  general  inference  draws, 
That  a.i  effect  muft  pre-fuppofe  a  caufe  : 
And,  while  (he  does  her  upward  flight  fuftain,  410 
Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 
At  length  fhe  is  obhg'd  and  forc'd  to  fee 
A  Fii-ft,  a  Source,  a  Life,  a  Deity  ; 
What  has  for  ever  been,  and  muft  for  ever  be. 

This  great  Exiftence  thus  by  reafon  found,  415 

Bleft  by  all  power,  with  all  perfc(?tion  crown'd ; 
How  can  we  bind  or  limit  his  decree. 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eye  may  fee  I 
■:    Vol.  XXXIII.  Q_  Say 
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Say  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  loft, 

Beyond  the  iflands,  and  the  mid-land  coaft  ?  420 

Or  has  that  God,  who  gave  our  world  its  birth, 

Sever'd  thofe  waters  by  fofne  other  earth. 

Countries  by  future  plough-fhares  to  be  torn, 

And  cities  rais'd  by  nations  yet  unborn  ! 

Ere  the  pro^effive  courfe  of  reftlefs  age  425 

Performs  three  thoufand  times  its  annual  ftag-e, 

May  not  our  power  and  learning  be  fuppreft. 

And  arts  and  ehipire  learn  lo  travel  weft  ? 

Where,  by  the  ftrength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
LiightenM  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warrh'd,  -450 
Afcends  n\y  foul  ?  what  fefes  ftie  white  and  great 
Amidft  fubje6led  feas  ?  An  ijle^  the  feat 
Of  power  and  plenty  ;  hier  imperial  throne, 
Forjuftice  and  for  mercy  fought  and  known  ; 
Virtues  fublime,  great  attributes  of  Heaven,  435 

From  thence  to  this  diftinguifti'd  nation  given. 
Yet  farther  weft  the  weftern  tfle  exttshdis 
Her  happy  fame  ;  her  armed  fteet  fhe  fends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye, 
And  lands,  whi<:h  we  imagine  wave  and  fl<y.  440 

From  pole  to  pole  (he  hfears  her  afts  rcfound, 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  ocean  boimd  ; 
Knows  her  ftiips  anchor'd,  and  her  fails  unfurl'd, 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  fecond  world. 

Long  ftiall  Britannia  (that  muft  be  her  name)    445 
Be  firft  in  conqueft,  and  prefide  in  fame  : 
Long  fliall  her  favoured  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  Envy,  and  the  force  of  Age  : 

Rever'd 
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ReverM  and  happy  fKe  fhall  lon^  remain, 
^Of  human  things  lead  changeable,  leaii  vain.  450 

Yet  all  mufl  with  the  geneval  doom  comply, 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  though  laft,  muft;  die. 

Now  let  us  leave  this  earth,  and  Hft  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon'  azure  flcy  : 
Behold  it  like  an  ample  curtain  fpread,  4^^ 

Now  flreak'd  and  glowing  with  the  morning-red ; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright. 
And  choofmg  fable  for  Ihe  peaceful  night. 
Afic  Reafon  now,  whence  light  and  (hade  were  given, 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  heaven.  460 

Reafon,  our  guide,  what  can  fne  more  reply. 
Than  that  the  fun  illuminates  the  flcy  ; 
Than  that  night  rifes  ftx)m  his  abfent  ray, 
And  his  returning  luilre  kindles  day  ? 

But  we  expeft  the  morning-red  in  vain  :  465 

'Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obfcur'd  by  rain. 
The  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require  : 
'Tis  black  in  fliorm,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  the  night  fometimes  appears^ 
Friend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears:  470 

Our  Joy  and  wonder  fometim.es  the  excites. 
With  fl:ars  unnumber'd,  and  eternal  ligiits. 
Send  forth,  ye  wife,  fend  forth  your  labouring  thought; 
I^et  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught. 
Of  airy  columns  every  moment  broke,  475 

Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  fpheres  of  fmoke  ; 
Yet  this  folution  but  once  more  affords 
New  change  of  terms,  and  fcaffblding  of  words ; 

Q^a  la 
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In  other  garb  my  queftion  I  receive, 

And  take  the  doubt  the  very  fame  I  gave.  480 

Lo  !   as  a  giant  ftrong,  the  lully  fun 
Multiply'd  rounds  in  one  great  round  does  run  ; 
Twofold  his  courfe,  yet  conftatit  his  career, 
Changing  the  day,  and  finifhing  the  year. 
vAgain,  when  his  defcending  orb  retires,  485 

And  earth  perceives  the  abfence  of  his  fires  ; 
The  moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray. 
And  with  kind  beams  diftribilles  fainter  day. 
Yet  keeps  the  ftages  of-  her  monthly  race  ; 
:'Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face.  490 

Each  planet,  fnining  in  his  proper  fphere. 
Does  with  juft  fpeed  his  radiant  voyage  fteer  ; 
Each  fees  his  lamp  with  different  lullre  crown'd ; 
Each  knows  his  courfe  with  different  periods  bound  ; 
And,  in  his  paffage  through  the  liquid  fpace,  495 

Nor  hailens,  nor  retards,  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now,  fhine  thefe  planets  with  fubftantial  rays  ? 
Does  innate  iuftre  gild  their  meafur'd  days  ? 
Or  do  they   (as  your  fchemes,  I  think,  have  fliewn)  "^ 
Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own,     500    > 
All  fervants  to  that  fource  of  light,  the  fun  ?  J 

Again  I  fee  ten  thoufand  thoufand  flars, 
Nor  caft  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  fquares 
(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  is  fill'd, 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build)  ;       50_^* 
But  fhining  with  fuch  vaft,  fuch  various  light, 
As  fpeaks  the  hand,  that  form'd  them,  infinite. 

How 
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How  mean  the  order  and  pcrfefticn  fou^dit, 
In  the  belt  produ6l  of  the  human  thought, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns  510 

In  what  the  fpirit  of  the  world  ordains  ! 

Now  if  the  fun  to  earth  tranfmlts  his  ray, 
Yet  does  not  fcorch  us  with  too  herce  a  day ; 
How  fmall  a  portion  of  his  power  is  given 
To  orbs  more  diftant,  and  remoter  heaven  ?  515 

And  of  thofe  ftars,  which  our  imperfect  eye 
Has  doom'd  and  lix'd  to  one  eternal  f]<y. 
Each,  by  a  native  llock  of  honour  great. 
May  dart  ftrong  influence,  and  diffufe  kind  heat, 
(Itfelfafun)   and  with  tranfmilTive  light  520 

Enliven  worlds  deny'd  to  human  fight. 
Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  flcics 
New  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  fet  or  rife. 
And  other  liars  may  to  thofe  funs  be  eartlis, 
Gi\T  tlitir  own  elements  their  proper  births,  525 

Divide  theii  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole. 
See  their  lands  flourilh,  and  their  oceans  roll ; 
Yet  thefe  great  orbs,  thus  radically  bright, 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light. 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  fphere       ^^o 
Makes  or  their  diilance  or  their  light  appear) 
*  Be  feen  a  nobler  or  Inferior  liar, 
And,  in  that  fpace  wliich  we  call  air  and  flcy,  "^ 

Ivlyrlads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  funs,  may  lie,        j- 
Unmcafur'd  and  unknown  by  human  eye.  535  J 

In  vain  we  meafure  this  amazing  fphere, 
And  find  and  fix  Its  centre  here  or  there  ; 

0^3  Whillt 
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Whilll  its  circumference,  fcorning  to  be  brought 
Ev'n  into  fancy 'd  fpace,  illudes  our  vanquifh'd  thought* 

Where  then  are  all  the  radiant  monjlers  driven,    540 
With  which  your  guefTes  fiii'd  the  frightened  heaven  \ 
Where  will  their  fiftious  images  remain  ? 
In  paper-fchemes,  and  the  Chaldean's  brain  ? 

This  problem  yet,  this  offspring  of  a  guefs, 
Let  us  for  once  a  child  of  truth  confefs  ;  545^ 

That  thefe  fair  liars,  thefe  obje6ls  of  delight 
And  terror  to  our  fearching  dazzled  fight, 
Are  worlds  immenfe,  unnumber'd,  infinite. 
But  do  thefe  worlds  difplay  their  beams,  or  guide 
Their  orbs,  to  ferve  thy  ufe,  to  pleafe  thy  pride?   550 
Thyfelf  but  dufi,  thy  llature  but  a  fpan, 
A  moment  thy  duration,  foolifli  man  I 
As  well  may  the  minuteil  emmet  fay, 
That  Caucafus  was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way  ; 
The  fnail,  that  Lebanon's  extended  \^ood  ^^^ 

Was  deftin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food  ; 
The  vileft  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coaft 
That  rounds  the  ample  feas,  as  well  may  boaft. 
The  craggy  rock  proje6ls  above  the  flcy, 
That  he  in  fafety  at  its  foot  may  lie  ;  560 

And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  fwell. 
Only  to  quench  his  thirft,  or  move  and  blanch  his  {helL 

A  higher  flight  the  venturous  goddefs  tries. 
Leaving,  material  worlds  and  local  flcies  ; 
Inquires  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  fpace,       ^^^ 
That  form'd  and  held  the  angels'  ancient  race* 

For 
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For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought 

(I  offer  only  what  tradition  taught)  ; 

Embattled  cherub  agalnil  cherub  rofe,  > 

Did  fhield  to  fhield,  and  power  to  power  oppofe  ;  570  S 

Heaven  rung  with  triumph,  hell  was  fill'd  with  woes.  J 

What  were  thefe  forms  of  which  your  volumes  tell. 

How  fome  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell  ? 

Thefe  bound  to  bear  an  everlatting  load. 

Durance  of  chain,  and  banifhment  of  God  ;  575  , 

By  fatal  turns  their  wretched  ftrength  to  tire. 

To  fwim  in  fulphurous  lakes,  or  laud  on  folid  fire  : 

While  thofe  exalted  to  primaeval  light, 

Excefs  of  blefling,  and  fupreme  delight. 

Only  perceive  fome  little  paufe  of  joys  580 

In  thofe  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 

Their  minlilry,  to  pour  his  threatened  hate 

On  the  proud  king,  or  the  rebellious  ftate  ; 

Or  to  reverfe  Jehovah's  high  command. 

And  fpeak  the  thunder  falling  from  his  hand,         ^Z$ 

Wlien  to  his  duty  the  proud  king  returns. 

And  the  rebelhous  ftate  in  afhes  mourns  ? 

How  can  good  angels  be  in  heaven  confin'd. 

Or  view  that  prefence,  which  no  fpace  can  bind  I 

Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon%  or  here  ?  590  • 

He  wlio  made  all,  is  he  not  every  where  ? 

Oh,  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night 

So  dark,  to  hide  them  from  that  piercing 

Wliich  form'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  pow^ 

What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear  595 

Firm  body,  fpirit  pure,  or  fluid  air  I 

0^4  Spirits 


g  light,  I 
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Spirits  to  aftion  fpiritual  confin'd, 

Friends  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind. 

Should  only  act  and  prompt  us  from  within, 

Nor  by  external  eye  be  ever  feen.  6oo^ 

Was  it  not  therefore  to  cur  fathers  known, 

That  thefe  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 

Elfe  how  could  Abraham  wafh  their  weary'd  feet  ? 

Or  Sarah  pleafe  their  tafte  with  favoury  meat  ? 

Whence  Ihould  they  fear  ?  or  why  did  Lot  engage  605 

To  fave  their  bodies  from  abufive  rage  ? 

And  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 

Feel  or  refill  the  wreftling  angel's  might  ? 

How  could  a  form  in  ftrength  with  matter  try  ? 

Or  hew  a  fpirit  touch  a  mortal's  thigh  ?  61 0 

Now  are  they  air  condens'd,  or  gather'd  rays  ? 
How  guide  they  then  our  prayer,  or  keep  our  ways. 
By  llronger  blafts  ilill  fubjeft  to  be  toft. 
By  tempefts  fcatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  loft  ? 

Have  they  again  (as  facred  fong  proclaims)        615. 
Subftances  real,  and  exifting  frames  ? 
Hovr  comes  it,  fince  w^ith  them  we  jointly  fliare 
The  great  elfect  of  one  Creator's  care. 
That,  vvhilil  our  bodies  ficken  and  decay, 
Theirs  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay  ?  620. 

XVhy,  whilft  we  ftruggle  in  this  vale  beneath 
With  want  and  forrow,  with  difeafe  and  death. 
Bo  they,  more  blefs'd,  perpetual  life  employ 
On  fongs  cf  pleafure,  and  in  fcenes  of  joy  ? 

Now  when  my  mind  has  all  this  world  furvey'd,  6z^ 
And  found,  that  nothing  by  itfelf  w^as  made  5 

When 
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Wiien  thought  has  rals'd  itfclf,  by  juft  degrees. 

From  vallies  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  hills  with  trees; 

From  fmoaking  mineral,  and  from  rifing  ftreams ; 

From  fattening  Nilus,  or  viftorious  Thames  ;         630 

From  all  the  living,  that  four-footed  move 

Along  the  fhore,  the  meadow,  or  the  grove  ; 

From  all  that  can  with  fins  or  feathers  fly 

Through  the  aerial  or  the  watery  fl<:y  ; 

From  the  poor  reptile  with  a  reafoning  foul,  635 

Tliat  miferable  mailer  of  the  whole  ; 

From  this  great  objecl  of  the  body's  eye. 

This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  fky, 

Terribly  large,  and  wonderfully  bright, 

With  liars  unnumber'd,  and  unmeafur'd  light ;       64O 

From  eiTences  unfeen,  celeilial  names. 

Enlightening  fpirits,  and  minifterial  flames. 

Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones, 

All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  owns  ; 

Lift  we  our  Reafon  to  that  Sovereign  Caufe,  645 

Who  bled  the  whole  with  life,  and  bounded  it  witU 

laws  ; 
Who  forth  from  nothing  calPd  this  comely  frame, 
His  will  and  aft,  his  word  and  work  the  fame  ; 
To  whom  a  thoufand  years  are  but  a  day  ; 
Who  bad  the  light  her  genial  beams  difplay 
And  fet  the  moon,  and  taught  the  fun  its 
Who,  waking  Time,  his  creature,  from  the  fource 
Primaeval,  order'd  his  predellin'd  courfe  ; 
Himfelf,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  command,  65^ 

The 


lay,       650  t 
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The  deep  abyfs,  the  long-continued  ilore, 
Where  months,  and  days,  and  hours,  and  minutes 

pour 
Their  floating  parts,  and  thenceforth  are  no  more. 
This  Alpha  and  Omega,  firft  and  laft, 
Who  Hke  the  potter  in  a  mould  has  call  660 

The  world's  great  frame,  commanding  it  to  be 
Such  as  the  eyes  of  Senfe  and  Reafon  fee  ; 
Yet  If  he  wills  may  change  or  fpoil  the  whole  ; 
May  take  yon'  beauteous,  myftic,  Harry  roll. 
And  burn  it  like  an  ufelefs  parchment  fcroll  ;     665 
May  from  its  bafis  in  one  moment  pour 
This  melted  earth  — 
Liike  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore  : 
Who,  fole  in  power,  at  the  beginning  faid, 
L-et  Sea,  and  Air,  and  Earth,  and  Heaven  be  made;  670 
And  it  was  fo  :  —  and,  when  he  fhall  ordain 
In  other  fort,  has  but  to  fpeak  again. 
And  they  fhall  be  no  more  :  Of  this  great  theme. 
This  glorious,  hallow'd,  everlafting  name, 
This  God,  I  would  difcourfe.  —  67^ 

The  learned  elders  fat  appall'd,  amaz'd. 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaz'd  ; 
Nor  fpeech  they  meditate,  nor  anfwer  frame 
(Too  plain,  alas  !  their  filence  fpake  their  fhame)  ; 
Till  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appeared,         60Q 
And  turn  fuperior  to  the  vvulgar  herd, 
Began  :  That  human  learning's  furtheil  reach 
Was  but  to  note  the  dodrine  I  could  teach  j 

That 
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Tliat  mine  to  fpeak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey  ; 

For  1  in  knowledge  more  than  power  did  fway :     685 

And  the  aftonifti'd  world  in  me  beheld 

Mofos  edips'd,  and  Jeffe's  fon  excellM. 

Humble  a  fecond  bow'd,  and  took  the  word  ; 

Forefaw  my  name  by  future  age  ador'd  : 

O  live,  faid  he,  thou  wifcft  of  the  wife  ;  690^. 

As  none  has  equalled,  none  fhall  ever  rife 

Excelling  thee.  — 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honeft  deeds. 
Pernicious  Flattery  !  thy  malignant  feeds. 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand,  695 

Sadly  diffus'd  o'er  Virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  rifmg  pride  amidll  the  corn  appear. 
And  choak  the  hopes  and  har\'eil  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplexed  ignoble  crowd. 
Mute  to  my  queftions,  in  my  praifes  loud,  700 

Echo'd  the  word  :  whence  things  arofe,  or  how 
They  thus  exift,  the  apteft  nothing  know  : 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be. 
All  veil  of  doubt  apart,  the  dullell  fee  ! 

My  prophets  and  my  fophifts  finifh'd  here  705 

The  civil  efforts  of  the  verbal  war  : 
Not  fo  my  rabbins  and  logicians  yield ; 
Retiring,  Hill  they  combat ;  from  the  field 
Of  open  arms  unwilling  they  depart. 
And  fculk  behind  the  fubterfuge  of  art.  710 

To  fpeak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialects  they  join, 
Divide  the  fimple,  and  the  plain  define  j 

Fix 
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Fix  fancy 'd  laws,  and  form  imaging  rules, 
Terms  of  their  art,  and  jargon  of  their  fchools, 
Ill-grounded  maxims,  by  falfe  glofs  enlarg'd,  715 

And  captious  fcience  againfl;  reafon  charg'd. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought : 
The  adverfe  feft  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 
A^d  he  at  length  the  ampleil  triumph  gain'd, 
Who  contradifted  what  the  lafl  maintain'd,  720 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind  ! 
We  erring  ftill  excufe  for  error  find, 
And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind. 

^ain  man  !   fince  firfl  thy  blufliing  fire  effay'd 
His  folly  with  conne6led  leaves  to  fhade,  725 

How  does  the  crime  of  thy  refembling  race 
With  like  attem.pt  that  priftine  error  trace  I 
Too  plain  thy  nakednefs  of  foul  efpy'd, 
Why  doll  thou  ftrive  the  confcious  fhame  to  hide 
JBy  maflvs  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride  ? 

With  outward  fmiles  their  flattery  I  receiv'd  ; 
Own'd  my  lick  mind  by  their  difcourfe  relievM ; 
But  bent,  and  inward  to  myfelf,  again 
Perplex'd,  thefe  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 
My  fearch  ftill  tir'd,  my  labour  ftill  renew'd,  735 

At  length  I  ignorance  and  knov/ledge  view'd^ 
Impartial  ;  berth  in  equal  balance  laid, 
Light  flew  the  knowing  fcale,    the  doubtful   heavy 
;;  weigh 'd. 

Forc'd  by  reflective  reafon,  I  confefs. 
That  human  fcjeiice  is  uncertain  guefs.  74a 

Alas! 
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AJas !  we  grafp  at  clouds,  and  beat  the  air, 

Vexing  that  fpirlt  we  intend  to  clear. 

Can  thought  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb  ? 

Or  who  fhall  tell  me  what  is  fpace  or  time  ? 

In  vain  we  lift  up  our  prcfumptuous  eyes  745 

To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies : 

The  fearchcr  follows  fail  ;  the  objedl  failer  flies. 

The  little  which  Imperfedly  we  find, 

Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind 

To  fruitlefs  fearch  of  fomething  yet  behind. 

Various  difcuflions  tear  our  heated  brain  ; 

Opinions  often  turn  ;  ftlll  doubts  remain  ; 

And  who  indulges  thought,  increafes  pain. 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  wifdom  gi\;en  ! 
Earth  fhe  furveys  ;  Cn^  thence  would  meafure  heaven; 
Through  mills  obfcure  now  wings  her  tedious  way  ;  . 
Now  wanders  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  day  ; 
And  from  the  fummit  of  a  pathlefs  coaft 
Sees  Infinite,  and  In  that  fight  is  loft. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  defire  to  know,         760 
Offspring  of  Adam  !   was  thy  fource  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  purfult. 
And  rafhly  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit  ; 
With  empty  labour  and  eluded  ftrlfe 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life  ;  765 

For  ever  from  that  fatal  tree  debarr'd. 
Which  flaming  fwords  and  angry  cherubs  guard  ? 


} 
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TEXTS   CHIEFLY  ALLUDED  TO   IN   BOOK  M. 

«*  I  fald  in  my  own  heart,  Go  to  now,  I  will  prove  thee 
"  with  mirth  ;  therefore  enjoy  pleafure."  Eccl.  ii.  i* 

**  I  made  me  great  works,  I  builded  me  houfes,  I 
**  planted  me  vineyards."  Ver.  4. 

*<  I  made  me  gardens  and  orchards  ;  and  I  planted  trees 
"  in  them  of  all  kind  of  fruits."  Ver.  5. 

•<  I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  therewith  the 
"  wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees."  Ver.  6. 

**  Then  I  looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hands  had 
"  wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  had  labouredto  do : 
*'  And  behold  all  was  vanity  and  vexation  of  fpirit ; 
**  and  there  was  no  profit  under  the  fun."  Ver.  1 1, 

*'  I  gat  me  men-fmgers  and  women-fingei-s,  and  the  de- 
*'  lights  of  the  fons  of  men,  as  mufical  inftruments, 

■    <*  and  that  of  all  forts.'*  Ver.  8. 

**  I  fought  in  mine  heart  to  give  myfelf  unto  wine  (yet 
*'  acquainting  mine  heart  with  wifdom)  and  to  lay 
**  hold  on  folly,  till  I  might  fee  what  was  that  good 
<*  for  the  fons  of  men,  which  they  fiiould  do  under 
**  heaven,  all  the  days  of  their  life."  Ver.  3. 

*'  Then  I  faid  in  my  heart.  As  it  happeneth  unto  the 
"  fool,  fo  it  happeneth  even  unto  me  ;  and  why  was 
"  I  then  more  wife  ?  Then  I  faid  in  my  heart,  that 
"  this  alfo  is  vanity."  Ver.  15. 

"  Therefor^  I  hated  life,becaufe  the  work  that  is  wrought 
"  Under  the  fan  is  grievous  unto  me."  Ch.  ii.  ver.  27. 

**  Dead  flies  caufe  the  ointment  to  fend  forth  a  ftinking 
"  favour :  fo  doth  a  little  folly  him  that  is  in  repu- 
"  tation  for  wifdom  and  honour."  Chap.  x.  ver.  i. 

**  The  memory  of  the  jull  is  blelTcd,  but  tlie  memory  of 
*^  the  wicked  (Ivall  rot."  Proverbs,  ch.  x.  ver.  7. 
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THE    SECOND    BOOK. 

THE       ARGUMENT. 

Solomon,  again  feeking  happinefs,  inquires  if  wealth 
and  greatnefs  can  produce  it :  begins  with  the  magni- 
ficence of  gardens  and  buildings,  the  luxury  of  mu- 
fic  and  feafting ;  and  proceeds  to  the  hopes  and  de- 
fires  of  love.  In  two  epifodes  are  fhewn  the  foUies 
and  troubles  of  that  paffion.  Solomon,  ftill  difap- 
pointed,  falls  under  the  temptations  of  libertinifm 
and  idolatry ;  recovers  his  thought;  reafons  aright; 
and  concludes  that,  as  to  the  purfuit  of  pleafure  and 
fenfual  delight,  All  is  Vanity  and  Vexation  of  Spirit. 

nr^  R  Y  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive, 
"■■     That  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grave  : 
For  weary'd  nature  find  fome  apter  fcheme  : 
Health  be  thy  hope,  and  Pleafure  be  thy  theme. 
From  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways,  ^ 

Where  ftudy  brings  thee  ;  from  the  endlefs  maze. 
Which  doubt  perfuades  to  run,  forewarn'd,  recede 
To  the  gay  field  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 

2  To 
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To  jocund  mirth,  foft  joy,  and  carelefs  eafe : 

Forfake  what  may  inflruft,  for  what  may  pleafe ;      lO 

jIEflay  amufmg  art,  and  proud  expence. 
And  make  thy  reafon  fubjedl  to  thy  fenfe. 

I  commun'd  thus:  the  power  of  wealth  I  try'd. 
And  all  the  various  luxe  of  coflly  pride  j 
Artills  and  plans  reliev'd  my  folemn  hours  ;  l^ 

I  founded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers ; 
Birds,  iifhes,  beails,  of  each  exotic  kind^ 
I  to  the  limits  of  my  court  confin'^d ; 
To  trees  transferr'd  I  gave  a  fecond  birth, 
And  bad  a  foreign  fliade  grace  Judah's  earth ;  2Sr 

Fifli-ponds  were  made,  where  former  forells  grew. 
And  hills  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view; 
Rivers  diverted  from  their  native  courfe. 
And  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force. 
From  large  cafcades  in  pleafmg  tumult  roll'd,  25 

Or  rofe  through  ligur'd  flone,  or  breathing  gold; 
From  furtheil  Africa's  tormented  womb 

'  The  marble  brought,  ereds  the  fpacious  dome, 
Or  forms  the  pillars  long-extended  rows. 
On  which  the  planted  grove,  the  penfile  garden,  grows. 

The  workmen  here  obey  the  mailer's  call. 
To  gild  the  turret,  and  to  paint  the  wall. 
To  mark  the  pavement  there  uath  various  ftone. 
And  on  the  jafper  Heps  to  rear  the  throne  : 
The  fpreading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  flood,  ^^ 

Supreme  of  trees,  and  miilrefs  of  the  vv^ood, 
Cut  down  and  carvM,  my  fliining  roof  adorns,. 
And  Lebanon  his  ruin'd  honour  mourns. 

'  '•  *  A  thou- 
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A  thoufand  artlfls  fhcw  tlieir  cunning  power, 
To  raife  the  wonders  of  the  ivory  tower.  40 

A  thoufand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom, 
To  weave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room  ; 
I'ill  Tyre  confefTes  her  exhaufted  ftpre. 
That  on  her  coail  the  murex*  is  no  more  ; 
Till  from  the  Parian  ifle,  and  Libya's  coaft,  45 

The  mountains  grieve  their  hopes  of  marble  lofl ; 
And  India's  woods  return  their  juft  complaint. 
Their  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  Elephant. 

My  full  defign  with  vaft  expence  atchiev'd, 
I  came,  beheld,  admir'd,  reflected,  griev'd  ;  50 

I  chid  the  folly  of  my  thoughtlefs  hafte. 
For,  the  work  perfected,  the  joy  was  paft. 

To  my  new  courts  fad  thought  did  ftlll  repair. 
And  round  my  gilded  roofs  hung  hovering  care. 
In  vain  on  filken  beds  I  fought  repofe,  ^^ 

And  reftlefs  oft'  from  purple  couches  rofe  ; 
Vexatious  thought  flill  found  my  flying  mind 
Nor  bound  by  limits,  nor  to  place  confin'd  ; 
Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify'd  my  days  ; 
Stalk'd  through  my  gardens,  and  purfued  my  way 
Nor  (hut  from  artful  bower,  nor  loil  in  winding  maze. 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  foul;  another  fenfe 
Indulge;  add  mufic  to  magnificence: 
Effay  if  harmony  may  grief  control. 
Or  power  of  found  prevail  upon  the  foul^  6^ 

*  The   murcx   is  a  fliell-fii'h,  of  the  l^uor  whereof  a  purple 
colour  is   made. 
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Often  our  feers  and  poets  have  confeft 

That  miific's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beaft  ; 

Can  make  the  wolf,  or  foaming  boar,  reftrain 

His  r?,ge;  the  hon  drop  his  crefted  main, 

Attentive  to  the  fong  ;    the  lynx  forget  70 

His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minftrePs  feet. 

Are  we,  alas  !  lefs  favage  yet  than  thefe  ? 

Elfe  mufic  fure  may  human  cares  appeafe. 

I  fpake  my  purpofe ;  and  the  cheerful  choir 
Parted  their  fharcs  of  harmony  :  the  lyre  75 

Soften'd  the  timbrel's  noife ;  the  trumpet's  found 
Provok'd  the  Dorian  flute  (both  fweeter  found 
When  mix'd)  ;   the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refm'd. 
And  every  ftrength  with  every  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  fprightly  lay  ;       '80 
Of  opening  heaven  they  fung  and  gladfome  day. 
Each  evening  their  repeated  (lull  exprefs'd 
Scenes  -of  repofe,  and  images  of  reft  : 
Yet  ftill  in  vain  ;  for  mufic  gathered  thought : 
But  how  unequal  the  cfFefts  it  brought!  85 

The  foft  ideas  of  the  cheerful  note, 
Lightly  receiv'd,  were  eafily  forgot ; 
The  folemn  violence  of  the  graver  found 
Knew  to  ftrike  deep,  afid  leave  a  lafting  wound. 

And  now  refiedling,  I  with  grief  defcry  90 

The  fickly  luft  of  the  fantaftic  eye  ; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  feeing  cloy'd. 
Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy 'd. 
And  now  (unhappy  fearch  of  thought !)  I  found 
The  fickle  ear  Xoon  glutted  with  the  found,  g^ 

'Condemn 'd 
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Conclcmn'd  eternal  changes  to  puiTuc, 
Tir'd  with  the  lall,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  bad  the  virgins  and  the  youth  advance, 
To  temper  mufic  with  the  fprightly  dance. 
In  vain  !    too  low  the  mimic  motions  feem  ;  ICO 

Wliat  takes  our  heart  mull  merit  our  efteem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perfonn'd  too  mean  a  part. 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And,  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  muficlan's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command.     105 

I  drank  ;  I  lik'd  it  not :  'twas  rage,  'twas  noife, 
All  airy  fcene  of  tranfitoiy  joys. 
In  vain  I  trufted  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banifh  forrow,  and  enlarge  the  foul. 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protradled  feaft,  1 10 

Wild  dreams  fucceeded,  and  diforder'd  reft  ; 
And,  as  at  dawn  of  morn  fair  Reafon's  light 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  the  night. 
What  had  been  faid,  I  aHc'd  my  foul,  what  done  ? 
How  flow'd  our  mirth,  and  whence  tlie  fource  begun? 
Perhaps  the  jeft  that  charm'd  the  fprightly  crowd, 
And  made  the  jovial  table  laugh  fo  loud, 
To  fome  falfe  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence. 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  fenie, 
To  a  wild  fonnet,  or  a  wanton  air,  1 20 

Offence  and  torture  to  the  fober  ear  : 
Perhaps,  alas  !  the  pleafmg  llream  was  brought 
From  tliis  man's  error,  from  another's  fault  ; 
From  topics,  which  good-nature  would  forget, 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  la(l  regret.  125 

R  2  Add 
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Add  yet  unnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unfeen 
In  the  pernicious  draught  ;  the  word  obfcene, 
Or  harih,  which  once  elanc'd  mull  ever  fly- 
Irrevocable  ;  the  too  prompt  reply, 
Seed  of  fevere  diftruft  and  fierce  debate  ;  150 

What  we  fhould  fhun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  impoverifli'd,  and  the  courfe 
Of  health  fupprefs'd,  by  wine*s  continued  force. 

Unhappy  man  !  whom  forrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage  ;  135 

Who  drinks,  alas !  but  to  forget ;  nor  fee* 
That  melancholy  floth,  fevere  difeafe, 
Memory  confus'd,  and  interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
And,  in  the  flowers  that  wreath  the  fparkling  bowl,  140 
Fell  adders  hifs,  and  poifonous  ferpents  roll. 

Remains  there  aught  untryM  that  may  remove 
Sicknefs  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bofom  ? — Love. 
Love  yet  rem,ains  :  indulge  his  genial  fire, 
Cherifh  fair  hope,  folicit  young  defire,  1 45 

And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  foul  explore 
This  lad  great  remedy's  myflierious  power. 

Why  therefore  hefitates  my  doubtful  breafl:  ? 
Why  ceafes  It  one  moment  to  be  bleil  ? 
Fly  fwift,  my  friends  ;  my  fervants,  fly  j  employ     l^O 
Your  inftant  pains  to  bring  your  rnafter  joy. 
L.et  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  drefs*d ; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royal  feall ; 
All  Ifrael's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair ; 
The  gifts  of  princes,  or  the  fpoils  of  war  :  155 

Before 
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Before  their  monarch  they  fliall  fingly  pafs, 
And  the  mod  worthy  fhall  obtain  the  grace. 

I  faid  :  the  feaft  was  fcrv'd,  the  bowl  was  crown 'd; 
To  the  king's  plcafure  went  the  mirthful  round. 
The  women  came:  as  cullom  wills,  they  pail :         160 
On  one  (O  that  dillinguifh'd  one  ! )  I  caft 
The  favourite  glance  !   O  !   yet  my  mind  retains 
That  fond  beginning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  was,  of  Eg^-pt's  race  ; 
Grace  fliap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  decked  her  face  ; 
Eafy  her  motion  feem'd,  ferene  her  air ; 
Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bofom  rofe  ;  her  hair, 
Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 
Adown  her  fhoulders  loofely  lay  difplay'd. 
And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thouf:ind  Cupids  pbv' 
Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love. 
Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
Your  monarch's  blifs,  I  faid  ;  frefh  rofes  bring 
To  ftrew  my  bed,  till  the  impoverifh'd  Spring 
Confefs  her  want ;  around  my  amorous  head  175 

Be  dropping  mynh  and  liquid  amber  fhed, 
Till  Arab  has  no  m.ore.     From  the  foft  lyre. 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten-ftring'd  inilrument,  require 
Sounds  of  delight:  and  thou,  fair  nymph!   draw  nigh, 
Thou,  in  whofe  graceful  form  and  potent  eye,         1 80 
Thy  mailer's  joy  long-fought  at  length  is  found  ; 
And,  as  thy  brow,  let  my  defires  be  crown'd; 
O  favourite  virgin  !  that  hail  warm'd  the  breail, 
Whofe  ibvereign  didlates  fubjugate  the  Fall ! 

R  3  I  faid  ; 
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I  faid  ;  and  fudden  from  the  golden  throne,        185 
With  a  fubmiffive  Hep,  I  hailed  dov/n. 
The  glorying  garland  from  my  hair  I  took. 
Love  in  my  heart,  obedience  in  my  look  ; 
Prepar'd  to  place  it  on  her  comely  head  : 
O  favourite  virgin  !    (yet  again  I  faid)  1 90 

Receive  the  honours  deftin'd  to  thy  brow  ; 
And  O,  above  thy  fello^vs,  happy  thou  ! 
Their  duty  mull  thy  fovereign  vv^ord  obey  ; 
Rife  up,  my  love,  my  fair-one,  come  away. 

What  pangs,  alas  !  what  ecllafy  of  fmart,  195 

Tore  up  my  fenfes,  and  transfixed  my  heart, 
When  fhe  with  modeli  fcorn  the  wreath  return'd, 
Reclin'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  mournM  ! 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  I  my  concern  fupprefs'd. 
Pretended  drowfinefs;  and  vrifh  of  reft  :  200 

And  fullen  1  forfook  th'  imperfedl  feaft, 
Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whofe  proper  care 
Our  Eaftern  grandeur  gives  th'  imprifon'd  fair. 
To  lead  her  forth  to  a  diftinguifli'd  bower. 
And  bid  her  drefs  the  bed,  and  wait  the  hour.         205 

Reillefs  I  foUow'd  this  obdurate  maid 
(Swift  are  the  fteps  that  Love  and  Anger  tread)  ; 
Approach'd  her  perfon,  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'd  my  flame,  repeated  my  difgrace  ; 
Ey  turns  put  on  the  fuppiiant  and  the  lord  ;  210 

Threaten'd  this  moment,  and  the  next  implor'd ; 
Ofier'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreath. 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  inflant  death. 

Averfe 
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Averfe  to  all  her  amorous  king  dcfir'd, 
Far  as  fhe  might  fhe  decently  retir'd  ;  215 

And,  darting  fcorn  and  fon-ow  from  her  eyes, 
What  means,  faid  (he,  King  Solomon  the  Wife  ? 

This  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  power  : 
Thus  far  could  fortune,  but  flie  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herfelf  my  potent  mind  remains,  220 

Nor  fears  the  victor's  rage,  nor  feels  his  chains, 

'Tis  faid,  that  thou  canll  plaufibly  difpute. 
Supreme  of  feers  !  of  angel,  man,  and  brute  ; 
Canfl  plead,  with  fubtle  wit  and  fair  difcourfe, 
Of  pafllon's  folly,  and  of  reafon's  force  ;  22^ 

That,  to  the  tribes  attentive,  thou  canil  fliow 
Whence  their  misfortunes  or  their  blefiings  flow  'y 
That  thou  in  fcience  as  In  power  art  great. 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edicts  wait. 
Where  Is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought,  230 
With  jull  advice  and  timely  counfel  fraught  ? 
Where  now,  O  Judge  of  Ifrael !   does  it  rove  ? — 
What  in  one  moment  doll  thou  offer  ?  Love — 
Love  !   why  *tis  joy  or  foiTow,  peace  or  iirife  ; 
'TIs  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life  :  235 

And  human  mifery  mufh  begin  or  end. 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  fon,  religious,  juft,  and  grave, 
To  the  firft  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive 
A  foreigner,  a  Heathen,  and  a  flave  ?  241 

Or,  grant  thy  paffion  has  thefe  names  deflroy'd. 
That  Love,  like  Death,  makes  all  diftinctlon  void ; 

R4  Yet 
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Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  thy  abjeft  breaft 

His  flames  and  torments  only  are  expreft  ; 

His  rage  can  in  my  fmiles  alone  relent,  245 

And  all  his  joys  folicit  my  confent. 

Soft  love,  fpontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Mud  from  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  fhoot ; 
Whilfl  each,  delighted  and  delighting,  gives 
The  pleafmg  ecftafy  which  each  receives :  250 

Cherifh'd  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows ; 
Its  cheerful  buds  their  opening  bloom  difclofe. 
And  round  the  happy  foil  diffufive  odour  flows. 
H  angry  Fate  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  fading  plant  bewails  its  due  fupplies  ;  255 

Wild  with  defpair,  or  fick  with  grief,  it  dies. 

By  force  beails  aft,  and  are  by  force  reilrain'd : 
The  human  mind  by  gentle  means  is  gain'd. 
Thy  ufelefs  ftrength,  miftaken  king,  employ  : 
Sated  with  rage,  and  ignorant  of  joy,  260 

Thou  flialt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield. 
Nor  reap  the  harvefl:,  though  thou  fpoil'ft  the  field. 
Know,  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  fway  ; 
Contract  thy  brow,  and  Ifrael  fhall  obey  : 
But  wilful  Love  thou  muft  with  fmiles  appeafe,  265 
Approach  his  awful  tlirone  by  juft  degrees. 
And,  if  thou  would'fl  be  happy,  learn  to  pleafe. 

Not  that  thofe  arts  can  here  fuccefsful  prove. 
For  I  am  delHn'd  to  another's  love. 
Beyond  the  cruel  bounds  of  thy  command,  270 

To  my  dear  equal  in  my  native  land, 

My 
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My  plig-hted  vow  I  gave  ;    I  his  received  : 

Each  fwore  with  truth,  with  plcafure  cacli  belie v'd. 

The  mutual  contraft  was  to  heaven  convey'd  ; 

In  equal  fcales  the  bufy  angels  weigh'd  275 

Its  folemn  force,  and  clapp'd  their  wings,  and  fpread 

The  lading  roll,  recording  what  we  faid. 

Now  in  my  heart  behold  thy  poniard  llain'd  ; 
Take  the  fad  life  which  I  have  long  difdain'd ; 
End,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  fate,  280 

Thy  ill-fcarr'd  pafilon  and  my  ftedfall  hate  : 
For,  long  as  blood  informs  thefe  circling  veins, 
Or  fleeting  breath  its  lateft  power  retains. 
Hear  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  Gods  declare, 
Hate  is  my  part,  be  thine,  O  king,  defpair.  285 

Now  ilrike,  fhe  faid,  and  open'd  bare  her  breail ; 
Stand  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confell, 
That  David's  fon,  by  impious  paflion  mov'd. 
Smote  a  fhe-flave,  and  murder'd  what  he  lov'd  ! 

Afliam'd,  confus'd,  I  flarted  from  the  bed,  290 

And  to  my  foul,  yet  uncoUecled,  faid, 
Into  thyfelf,  fond  Solomon,  return  ; 
RefleA  again,  and  thou  again  fhalt  mourn. 
When  I  through  num.ber'd  years  have  pleafure  fought. 
And  in  vain  hope  the  wanton  phantom  caught ;      295 
To  mock  my  fenfe,  and  mortify  my  pride, 
'Tis  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  I  a  king,  great  Heaven  !    does  life  or  death 
Hang  on  the  wrath  or  mercy  of  my  breath  ; 
While  kneeling  I  my  fervant's  fmiles  implore,  3CO 

And  one  mad  damfel  dares  difpute  my  power  ^ 

To 
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,  To  ravlfh  her  !   that  thought  was  foon  deprefs'd. 
Which  muft  debafe  the  monarch  to  the  beaft. 
To  fend  her  back !    O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
To  lands  where  Solomon  muil  never  come  ?  305 

To  that  infulting  rival's  happy  arms, 
For  whom,  difdaining  me,  flie  keeps  her  charms  ? 

Fantaftic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
How  hard  thy  yoke  !   how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 
Thofe  'fcape  thy  anger,  who  refufe  thy  fway,  310 

And  thofe  are  punifh'd  moll  who  moll  obey. 
See  Judah's  king  revere  thy  greater  power : 
What  canil  thou  covet,  or  how  triumph  more  ? 
Why  then,  O  Love,  with  an  obdurate  ear, 
Does  this  proud  nymph  rejeft  a  monarch's  prayer?  315 
Why  to  fome  fimple  fliepherd  does  fne  run 
From  the  fond  arms  of  David's  favourite  fon  ? 
Why  flies  flie  from  the  glories  of  a  comt. 
Where  wealth  and  pleafure  may  thy  reign  fiipport. 
To  fome  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain's  brow,       320 
Nov/  bleak  Avith  winds,  and  cover'd  now  with  fnow, 
^Vhere  pinching  want  muil  cm'b  her  warai  defires, 
And  houfehold  cares  fupprefs  thy  genial  fires  ? 

Too  aptly  the  afflidled  Heathens  prove 
Thy  force,  while  they  ere6l  the  Ihrines  of  Love.    325 
His  myftic  form  the  artizans  of  Greece 
In  wounded  Hone,  or  molten  gold,  exprefs  ; 
And  Cyprus  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow, 
Fail  in  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow ; 
A  quiver  by  his  fide  fuftains  liis  flore  330 

Of  pointed  darts ;  fad  emblems  of  his  power  ; 

A  pair 
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A  pair  of  wings  he  lias,  which  he  extends 
Now  to  be  gone;  which  now  again  he  bends, 
Prone  to  return,  as  bed  may  ferve  his  wanton  ends. 
Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtray'd,  335 

Since  firll,  alas  !  I  faw  the  beauteous  maid: 
I  felt  him  flrike,  and  now  I  fee  him  fly: 
Curs'd  dcrmon !  O  !  for  ever  broken  lie 
Thofe  fatal  (hafts,  by  whicli  I  inward  bleed! 

0  !  can  my  wifhcs  yet  o'crtake  thy  fpeed!  340 
Tir'd  may'ft  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging  v/ing. 
Except  thou  turn'ft  thy  courfe,  refolv'd  to  bring 
The  damfel  back,  and  fave  the  love-fick  king! 

My  foul  thus  flruggling  in  the  fatal  net, 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget;  345 

1  reafon'd  much,  alas!  but  more  Ilov'd: 
Sent  and  recalled,  ordain'd  and  difapprov'd; 
Till,  hopelefs,  plung'd  in  an  abyfs  of  grief, 
1  from  neceiiity  received  relief: 

Time  gently  aided  to  afliiage  my  pain,  3^0 

And  Wifdom  took  once  more  the  flacken'd  rein. 

But  O,  how  fhort  my  interval  of  woe! 
Our  griefs  how  fwift !   our  remedies  how  flow! 
Another  nymph  (for  fo  did  Heaven  ordain. 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain) ;  ^^^ 

Another  nymph,  amongft  the  many  fair. 
That  made  my  iofter  hours  their  folem.n  care, 
Before  the  reft  affeded  ftill  to  ftand. 
And  watch'd  my  eye,  preventing  my  command. 
Abra,  fhe  fo  was  call'd,  did  fooneft  hafte  ^Co 

To  grace  my  prefence ;  Abra  went  the  laft : 

Abra 
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Abra  was  ready  ere  I  call'd  her  name  ; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  firft  obferv'd  her  growing  zeal, 
And  laughing  glofs'd,  that  Abra  ferv'd  fo  well.      ^6^ 
To  me  her  adlions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  remark'd  but  with  a  common  eye; 
Till,  more  appriz'd  of  what  the  rumour  faid, 
More  I  obferv'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  fun  declin'd  had  fliot  his  weftern  ray,  370 

When,  tir'd  with  bufmefs  of  the  folemn  day, 
I  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours. 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  bowers. 
I  call'd  before  I  fat  to  wafh  my  hands 
(For  fo  the  precept  of  the  law  commands) :  37^^ 

Love  had  ordain'd,  that  it  was  Abra's  turn 
To  mix  the  fweets,  and  miniiler  the  urn. 

With  awful  homage,  and  fubmiffive  dread. 
The  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils:  fhe  trembled  as  fhe  pour'd;         380 
With  an  unguarded  look  fhe  now  devour'd 
My  nearer  face;  and  now  recall'd  her  eye. 
And  heav'd,  and  ftrove  to  hide,  a  fudden  figh. 

And  whence,  faid  I,  canft  thou  have  dread  or  pain? 
What  can  thy  imagery  of  forrow  mean  ?  385 

Secluded  from  the  w^orld  and  all  its  care, 
Hall  thou  to  grieve  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear  ? 
For  fure,  1  added,  fure  thy  Httle  heart 
Ne'er  felt  Love's  anger,  nor  receiv'd  his  dart. 

Abafli'd  file  blufii'd,  and  w^ith  diforder  fpoke  :     390 
Her  rifing  fhame  adonr  d  the  words  it  broke. 

If 
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If  the  great  mailer  will  defcend  to  hear 
The  humble  ferles  of  his  handmaid's  care; 
O  !   while  fhe  tells  It,  let  him  not  put  on 
The  look  that  awes  the  nations  from  the  throne  !   395 
O  !  let  not  death  fevere  in  gloiy  lie 
In  the  king's  frown,  and  terror  of  his  eye  ! 

Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain ; 
And,  though  to  mention  be  to  fuiTer  pain, 
If  the  king  fmile  whilfl;  I  my  woe  recite,  400" 

If  weeping  I  find  favour  in  his  fight. 
Flow  fail,  my  tears,  full  rifing  his  delight. 

O  !  witnefs  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above ! 
For  can  I  hide  it  ?  I  am  fick  of  love ; 
If  madnefs  may  the  name  of  palTion  bear,  405 

Or  love  be  call'd  what  is  indeed  dcfpair. 

Thou  Sovereign  Power !  whofe  fccret  will  controls 
The  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  fouls ! 
Why  hail  thou  plac*d  fuch  infinite  degrees 
Between  the  caufe  and  cure  of  my  difeafe  ?  41C 

The  mighty  object  of  that  raging  fire, 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  muil  expire. 
Had  he  been  born  fome  fimple  iliepherd's  heir. 
The  lowing  herd  or  fleecy  fheep  his  care, 
At  morn  with  him  I  o'er  the  hills  had  run, 
Scornful  of  winter's  froil  and  fummer's  fun, 
Still  aildng  where  he  made  his  fiock  to  reil  at  noon. 
For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expedlcd  gueil, 
I  had  with  hailyjoy  prepar'dthe  fcail; 
And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  dlilant  plain,  420 

Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  fwain, 

Wavering, 
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Wavering,  impatient,  tofs'd  by  hope  and  fear, 

Till  he  and  joy  together  fhould  appear, 

And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  mailer  near. 

On  my  declining  neck  and  open  breafl  425 

I  fliould  have  lull'd  the  lovely  youth  to  reft. 

And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day, 

With  foftell  care  have  lloPn  my  arm  away, 

To  rife  and  from  the  fold  releafe  the  flieep, 

Pond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  fleep.  430 

Or  if  kind  Heaven,  propitious  to  my  flame 
(For  fure  from  Heaven  the  faithful  ardor  came), 
Had  bleil  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour 
With  height  of  title,  and  extent  of  power ; 
Without  a  crime  my  pafTion  had  afpir'd,  435 

Found  the  lov*d  prince,  and  told  what  I  defn'd. 
Then  I  had  come,  preventing  Sheba*s  queen, 
To  fee  the  comeliefl  of  the  fons  of  men. 
To  hear  the  charming  poet's  amorous  fong, 
And  gather  honey  falling  from  his  tongue,  440 

To  take  the  fragrant  kiffes  of  his  mouth. 
Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  fouth, 
Likening  his  grace,  his  perfon,  and  his  mien, 
To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  I  had  feen. 
Serene  and  bright  his  eyes,  as  folar  beams  445 

Reflecting  temper'd  light  from  cryllal  fireams  ; 
JRuddy  as  gold  his  cheek  ;   his  bofom  fair 
As  filver ;   the  curPd  ringlets  of  his  hair 
IMack  as  the  raven's  wing ;   his  lip  more  red 
Than  eaflern  coral,  or  the  fcarlet  thread ;  450 

Even 
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Even  his  teeth,  and  white  hke  a  young  flock 

Coeval,  newly  fhorn,  from  the  clear  brook 

Recent,  and  branching  on  the  funny  rock. 

Ivory,  with  fapphires  interfpers'd,  explains 

How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins.    455 

Columns  of  pohfh'd  marble,  firmly  fet 

On  golden  bafes,  are  his  legs  and  feet ; 

His  ftature  all  majeilic,  all  divine, 

Straiglit  as  the  palm-tree,  ftrong  as  is  the  pine. 

Saffron  and  myn-h  are  on  his  garments  flied,  460 

And  everlafting  fweets  bloom  round  his  head. 

What  utter  I  !   where  am  I  !    wretched  maid  ! 

Die,  Abra,  die  :   too  plainly  had  thou  faid 

Thy  foul's  defire  to  meet  his  high  embrace. 

And  blefling  llamp'd  upon  thy  future  race  ;  465 

To  bid  attentive  nations  blefs  thy  womb. 

With  unborn  rronarchs  charg'd,  and  Solomons  to  come. 

Here  o'er  her  fpeech  her  flown"ng  eyes  prevail, 
O  foolifh  maid  !    and  O  unhappy  tale  ! 
My  fuffering  heart  for  ever  fliall  defy  47© 

New  wounds  and  danger  from  a  future  eye, 
O  !   yet  my  tortur'd  fenfes  deep  retain 
The  wretched  memory  of  my  former  pain, 
The  dire  affront,  and  my  Egyptian  chain. 

As  time,  I  faid,  may  happily  efface  47^ 

That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  difgrace, 
Imperial  Reafon  fhall  refume  her  feat. 
And  Solomon,  once  fali'n,  again  be  great. 
Betray 'd  by  paffion,  as  fubdued  in  war, 
We  -wifely  fliould  exert  a  double  care,  480 

Nor  ever  ought  d  fecond  time  to  erf. 
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This  Abra  then — 
I  faw  her  ;   'twas  humanity  ;  it  gave 
Some  refpite  to  the  forrows  of  my  flave. 
Her  fond  excefs  proclaim'd  her  paflion  true,  485 

And  generous  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
Well  I  intreated  her,  who  well  deferv'd  ; 
I  call'd  her  often,  for  fhe  always  ferv'd* 
life  made  her  perfon  eafy  to  my  fight, 
And  eafe  infenfibly  produc'd  delight.  49© 

Whene'er  I  reveli'd  in  the  women's  bowers 
(For  firft  I  fought  her  but  at  loofer  hours), 
The  apples  fhe  had  gather'd  fmelt  mofl  fweet. 
The  cake  fhe  kneaded  was  the  favouiy  m.eaL : 
But  fruits  their  odour  loft,  and  meats  their  tafte,    495 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feaft. 
Difhonour*d  did  the  fparkling  goblet  ftand, 
Unlefs  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra's  hand  ; 
And,  when  the  virgins  form'd  the  evening  choir, 
Raifmg  their  voices  to  the  mailer  lyre,  5  00 

Too  flat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  flirill ; 
One  fhew'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  flcill  ; 
Nor  could  my  foul  approve  the  mufic's  tone, 
Till  all  was  hufh'd,  and  Abra  fung  alone. 
Fairer  fhe  feem'd  diftinguifli'd  from  the  reft,  50-5 

And  better  mien  difclosM,  as  better  dreft. 
A  bright  tiara,  round  her  forehead  ty'd. 
To  jufter  bounds  coniin'd  its  rifmg  pride  ; 
The  blufliing  ruby  on  her  fnowy  breaft 
Render'd  its  panting  whitenefs  more  confefs'd  ;      ^ro 

Bracelet* 
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Bracelets  of  pearl  gave  roundnefs  to  her  arm, 
And  every  gem  augmented  ever)'  charm. 
Her  fenfes  plcas'd,  her  beauty  ftill  improv'd, 
And  Hie  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  bclov'd. 

And  now  I  could  behold,  avow,  and  blame,         515 
The  fevcrai  follies  of  my  former  flame  ; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompenfe  to  prove 
Tlie  certain  joys  that  lie  in  profperous  love. 
For  what,  faid  I,  from  Abra  can  I  fear. 
Too  humble  to  infult,  too  foft  to  be  fevere  I  520 

The  damfel's  fole  ambition  is  to  pleafe  : 
Witli  freedom  I  may  like,  and  quit  with  eafe : 
She  fooths,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind  : 
Why  may  not  peace  and  love  for  once  be  joln'd  ? 

Great  Heaven  !  how  frail  thy  creature  man  is  made  ! 
How  by  himfelf  infenfibly  betray'd  ! 
In  our  own  ftrength  unhappily  fecure. 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverfe  power. 
And  by  the  blaft  of  felf-opinion  movM, 
We  wifh  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belo/'d.  530 

On  pleafure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  fliray, 
Mafl:ers  as  yet  of  our  returning  way  ; 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  difarm  our  mitid. 
And  give  our  condudl  to  the  waves  and  wind  : 
Then  in  the  floweiy  mead,  or  verdant  fliade,  535 

To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid. 
We  weave  the  chaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl. 
And  fmlhng  fee  the  nearer  waters  roll. 
Till  the  flirong  gufl:s  of  raging  pafTion  rife, 
Till  the  dire  tempefl:  mingles  earth  and  fl-iics  ;  540 

Vol.  XXXIII.  S  And, 


158         PRIOR'S      SOLOMON. 

And,  fwift  into  the  boundlefs  ocean  borne, 
Our  foolifh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn  ; 
Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat. 
And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leflen'd  lands  retreat. 

O  mighty  Love  !   from  thy  unbounded  power     545 
Kow  fnall  the  human  bofom  reft  fecure  ? 
How  fhall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  fnare  ? 
Or  Wifdom  to  our  caution'd  foul  declare 
The  diiTcrent  fhapes  thou  pleafcft  to  employ, 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  deftroy  ?  550 

The  haughty  nymph,  In  open  beauty  dreft. 
To-day  encounters  our  unguarded  breaft  : 
She  looks  with  majefty,  and  moves  with  ftate  ; 
Unbent  her  foul,  and  in  misfortune  great, 
She  fcorns  the  Vvorld,  and  dares  the  rage  of  Fate.  ^^^ 

Here  whilll  we  take  ftein  manhood  for  our  guide, 
And  guard  our  condu6l  with  becoming  pride  ; 
Charm'd  with  the  courage  in  her  action  (hewn. 
We  praife  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
She  that  can  pleafe  is  certain  to  perfuade,  560 

To-day  belov'd,  to-morrov%'-  is  obey'd. 
We  think  we  fee  through  reafon's  optics  right, 
l^or  find  how  beauty's  rays  elude  our  fight : 
Struck  with  her  eye,  whilft  we  applaud  her  mind, 
And  when  we  fpeak  her  great,  we  wifh  her  kind.  ^6^ 

To-raorrow,  cruel  power  !   thou  arm'ft  the  fair 
With  flowing  forrow,  and  difhevelPd  hair  ; 
Sad  her  complaint,'  and  humble  is  her  tale. 
Her  fighs  explaining  where  her  accents  fail. 
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Here  generous  foftncfs  warms  tlie  Loneil  bread  ;     570 
Wc  raife  the  fad,  and  fuccour  the  dlllrefs'd. 
And,  whilil  our  wlfli  prepares  the  kind  relief, 
Whlhl  pity  mitigates  her  rifing  grief, 
We  ficken  foon  from  her  contagious  care, 
Grieve  for  her  forrows,  groan  for  her  dcfpair  ;         575 
And  again  ft  love  too  late  thofe  bofoms  arm, 
Which  tears  can  foften,  and  which  fighs  can  warm. 

Againil  this  neareft,  cruellcft  of  foes, 
What  fhall  wit  meditate,  or  force  oppofe  ? 
Whence,  feeble  nature,  fliall  we  fummon  aid,  580 

If  by  our  pity  and  our  pride  betray'd  ? 
External  remedy  fhall  we  hope  to  find. 
When  the  clofe  fiend  has  gained  our  treacherous  mind  ; 
Infulting  there  does  reafon's  power  deride, 
And,  blind  himfelf,  conducts  the  dazzled  guide  ?     5S5 
My  conqueror  now,  my  lovely  Abra,  held 
My  freedom  in  her  chains ;    my  heart  was  fill'd 
With  her,  with  her  alone  ;   in  her  alone 
It  fought  its  peace  and  joy  :   while  Tue  was  gone. 
It  figh'd  and  griev'd,  impatient  of  her  ilay  ;        590- 
Return'd,  file  chas'd  thofe  fighs,  that  grief,  away 
Her  abfence  made  the  night,   her  prefence   brou< 
the  day. 

Xlie  ball,  the  play,  the  mai]<,  by  turns  fucceed  : 
For  her  I  make  the  fong,  the  dance  with  her  I  lead. 
I  court  her  various  in  each  fiiape  and  drefs,  ^(jy 

That  luxury  may  form,  or  thought  exprefs. 

Tc-day,  beneath  the  palm-tree  on  the  plains. 
In  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns  : 
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The  wreath  denoting  conqueft  guides  her  brow, 
And  low,  like  Barak,  at  her  feet  I  bow.  6oo 

The  mimic  chorus  fmgs  her  profpcroiis  liand, 
As  (lie  had  flain  the  foe,  and  fav'd  the  land. 

To-morrow  fhe  approves  a  fofter  air, 
Forfakes  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war, 
The  form  of  peaceful  Abigail  afTumes,  6c^ 

And  from  the  village  with  the  prefent  comes  : 
The  youthful  band  depofe  their  glittering  arms, 
Receive  her  bounties,  and  recite  her  charms ; 
Whilft  I  affume  my  father's  ftep  and  mien, 
To  meet  with  due  regard  my  future  queen.  6io 

If  haply  Abra's  will  be  now  inclin'd 
To  range  the  woods,  or  chafe  the  flying  hind. 
Soon  as  the  fun  awakes,  the  fprightly  court 
Leave  their  repofe,  and  hailen  to  the  fport. 
In  leffen'd  royalty,  and  humble  ftate,  615 

Thy  king,  Jerufalem,  defcends  to  wait, 
Till  Abra  comes  :   fhe  comes  ;  a  milk-white  fleed. 
Mixture  of  Perfia's  and  Arabia's  breed, 
Suftains  the  nymph  :   her  garments  flying  loofe 
(As  the  Sydonian  maids  or  Thracian  ufe),  620 

And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  breafl  appear. 
By  art,  like  negligence,  difclos'd  and  bare. 
Her  left-hand  guides  the  hunting  courfer*s  flight,  • 
A  filver  bow  flie  carries  in  her  right, 
And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  fide  62^ 

Rullles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride. 
Sapphires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  difplay 
An  artificial  moon's  increafing  ray. 

Diana, 
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Diana,  hiintrcfs,  miilrcfs  of  the  groves, 

The  favourite  Abra  fpcaks,  and  looks,  ar.d  moves.  630 

Her,  as  the  prefent  godJefs,  I  obey  : 

Beneath  lier  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay. 

The  mingled  chorus  hngs  Diana's  fame  : 

Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 

Her  myflic  pralfe  ;   the  vocal  triumphs  bound         635' 

Againft  the  hills  ;   the  hills  reflect  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  with  the  hunted  woods, 
To  the  large  fiih-pools,  or  the  glafTy  floods, 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points  ;   a  tliouland  hands, 
To-night  employ'd,  obey  the  king's  commands.     640 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  join'd,  and  forms  a  moving  ille  : 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  midft  is  fet. 
And  filver  cygnets  fecm  to  feel  its  weight. 
Abra,  briglit  queen,  afcends  her  gaudy  throne,       645 
In  femblance  of  the  Grecian  Venus  known  : 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Naiads  round  her  move. 
And  fing  in  moving  drains  the  force  of  love  ; 
Whilft,  as  th'  approaching  pageant  does  appear. 
And  echoing  crowds  fpeak  mighty  Venus  near,      650 
I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  (land 
Faft  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  land, 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  Goddefs  rifing  from  the  wave. 

O  fubje^l  Reafon  !    O  imperious  Love  !  C^^ 

W"hither  yet  further  would  my  folly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough,  that  Abra  fhould  be  great 
In  the  wali'd  palace,  or  tlie  rural  feat  ? 

S  3  That 
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That  mai]<:ing  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name, 

Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  fhame  i  660 

No,  no  :   Jerufalem  combined  mull  fee 

My  open  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 

Solemn  a  month  is  deltin'd  for  the  feaft  : 

Abra  invites  ;  the  nation  is  the  gueil. 

To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  fuftain'd,  66^ 

The  woods  are  travers'd,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd  ; 

Arabia's  wilds,  and  jEgypt's,  are  explor'd ; 

The  edible  creation  decks  the  board ; 

Kardly  the  phoenix  'fcapes — 

The  men  their  lyres,  the  maids  their  voices  raife,    670 

To  fing  my  happinefs,  and  Abra's  praife  ; 

And  flavifh  bards  our  mutual  loves  rehearfe 

In  lying  Urains  and  ignominious  verfe  : 

While,  from  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride. 

Whom  prudent  Love  from  public  eyes  fliould  hide,  675 

I  {hew  her  to  the  world,  confefs'd  and  known 

(^een  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 

And  now  her  friends  and  flatterers  fill  the  court ; 
From  Dan  and  from  Beerdieba  they  refort : 
They  barter  places,  and  difpofe  of  grants,  680 

Whole  provinces  unequal  to  their  wants ; 
They  teach  her  to  recede,  or  to  debate. 
With  toys  of  love  to  mix  affairs  of  flate  ; 
By  pra£lis'd  rules  her  empire  to  fecure. 
And  in  my  pleafure  make  my  ruin  fure.  685 

They  gave,  and  P.e  transferr'd  the  curs'd  advice, 
That  monarchs  fliould  their  inward  foul  difguife, 
DiiTcmble  and  command,  be  falfe  and  wife ; 

By 
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By  ignominious  arts,  for  fei"vile  ends, 
Should  compliment  their  foes,  and  fliun  their  friends* 
And  now  I  leave  the  true  and  jufl  fupports 
Of  Ie*;al  princes,  and  of  honeft  courts, 
Barzillai's  and  the  fierce  Benaiah's  heirs, 
Whofe  fires,  great  partners  in  my  father's  cares, 
Saluted  their  young  king,  at  Hebron  crown 'd,       69^ 
Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  their  wound. 
And  now  (unhappy  counfel !)  I  prefer 
Thofe  whom  my  follies  only  made  me  fear. 
Old  Corah's  blood,  and  taunting  Shimei's  race ; 
Mifcreants  who  owM  their  lives  to  David's  grace. 
Though  they  had  fpuni'd  his  rule,   and  curs'd  him 
to  his  face. 

Still  Abra's  power,  my  fcandal  ftill  increas'd  ; 
Juftice  fubmitted  to  what  Abra  pleas'd  : 
Her  will  alone  could  fettle  or  revoke. 
And  law  was  fix'd  by  what  (lie  lateft  fpoke.  'jcc 

Ifrael  neglefted,  Abra  was  my  care  : 
I  only  aded,  thought,  and  liv'd,  for  her. 
I  durft  not  reafon  with  my  wounded  heart  ; 
Abra  pofTefs'd  ;   fhe  was  its  better  part. 
O  !   had  I  now  review'd  the  famous  caufe,  710 

Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  fo  juil  applaufe. 
In  vain  on  the  difTembled  mother's  tongue 
Had  cunning  art  and  fly  perfuafion  hung, 
And  real  care  in  vain,  and  native  love. 
In  the  true  parent'^s  panting  brcafl  had  llrove  ;        715 
While  both  deceiv'd  had  feen  the  deftin'd  child 
Or  flain  or  fav'd,  as  Abra  frown'd  or  fmil'd. 

S  4  Unknow- 
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Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obey, 
A  lifelefs  king,  a  royal  (liade,  I  lay. 
Unheard,  the  Injur'd  orphans  now  complain  ;  720 

The  widow's  cries  addrefs  the  throne  in  vain. 
Caufes  unjudg'd  difgrace  the  loaded  file. 
And  fleeping  laws  the  king's  negleft  revile. 
No  more  the  elders  throng'd  around  rny  throne, 
To  hear  ray  maxims,  and  reform  their  own.  725 

No  m.ore  the  young  nobility  were  taught 
How  Mofes  govern'd,  and  how  David  fought. 
XiOofe  and  undifciplin'd  the  foldier  lay, 
Or  loft  in  drink  and  game  the  folid  day. 
Porches  and  fchools,  defign'd  for  public  good,         730 
Uncover'd,  and  with  fcaffolds  cumber'd  flood, 
Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin. — 
Half  pillars  w^.nted  their  expetled  height, 
And  roofs  imperfeft  prejudic'd  the  fight. 
The  artifts  grieve  ;   the  labouring  people  droop  :     735 
My  father's  legacy,  my  coiratry's  hope, 
God's  temple,  lies  unfinifli'd. — 

The  wife  and  great  deplor'd  their  monarch's  fate, 
And  future  mifchiefs  of  a  finking  ftate. 
Is  this,  the  ferious  faid,  is  this  the  man,  740 

Whofe  aftive  foul  through  every  fcience  ran  ? 
Who,  by  juft  rule  and  elevated  flcill, 
Pi-efcrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 
Whofe  golden  fayings,  and  immortal  wit. 
On  large  phylafteries  exprefiive  writ,  745 

Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  rabbins  ty'd. 
Our  youth's  inftrutlion,  and  our  age's  pride  ? 

Could 
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Could  not  the  wife  his  wild  dcfircs  reftrain  ? 
Then  was  our  hearinj^,  and  his  preaching  vain  ! 
What  from  his  life  and  letters  were  we  taught,       730 
But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  his  fault  ? 

In  lighter  mood  the  humorous  and  the  gay 
(As  crown 'd  with  rofes  at  their  feails  they  lay) 
Sent  the  full  goblet,  chargM  with  Abra's  name. 
And  charms  fuperior  to  their  mailer's  fame.  755 

I^anghing,  fome  praife  the  king,  who  let  them  fee 
Plow  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree  : 
Some  glofs'd,  how  love  and  wifdom  were  at  ftn'fe, 
And  brought  my  proverbs  to  confront  my  life. 
However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king,  one  cries :       760 
To  him  v.'ho  ivas  the  king,  the  friend  replies. 
The  king,  for  Judah's  and  for  wifdom's  curfe, 
To  Abra  yields  :   could  I  or  thou  do  worfe  ? 
Our  loofer  lives  let  chance  or  folly  fteer, 
If  thus  the  prudent  and  deterrain'd  err.  765 

Let  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair, 
And  touch  the  lute,  and  found  the  wanton  air ; 
I-.et  us  the  bhfs  vritliout  the  fting  receive. 
Free,  as  we  will,  or  to  enjoy,  or  lca\  e. 
Pleafures  on  levity's  fmooth  furface  flow  :  770 

Thought  brings  the  weight  that  finks  the  foul  to  woe. 
Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convey'd. 
And  added  to  the  thoufand  he  has  made. 

Sadly,  O  Reafon,  is  thy  power  exprefs'd. 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breall !  775 

And  harfh  the  rules  which  we  from  thee  receive, 
If  for  our  wifdom  we  our  pleafure  g\.\t ; 
And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve ; 

If 
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If  Jiidah's  king,  at  thy  tribunal  try'd, 
Forfakes  his  joy,  to  vindicate  his  pride,  780 

And,  changing  forrows,  I  am  only  found 
Loos'd  from  the  chains  of  Love,  in  thine  more  llri^lly 
bound ! 

But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 
Kow  hard  thy  lavv^s,  how  abfolute  thy  reign  ? 
While  thou,  alas  !    art  but  an  empty  name,  785 

To  no  two  men,  who  e'er  difcours'd,  the  fame  ; 
The  idle  product  of  a  troubled  thought, 
In  borrow'd  fhapes  and  airy  colours  wrought ; 
A  fancyM  line,  and  a  refietled  (hade  ; 
A  chain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made ;      790 
By  artifice  impos'd,  by  fear  obeyM ! 

Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary  thing, 
Whence-ever  I  thy  cruel  elfence  bring, 
I  own  thy  influence,  for  I  feel  thy  fting. 
Reluctant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  foul,  75/5 

Form'd  to  command,  and  deftin'd  to  control. 
Yes  ;  thy  infulting  dictates  fliail  be  heard ; 
Virtue  for  once  fhall  be  her  own  reward : 
Yes  ;   rebel  Ifrael !    this  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  difmifs'd  :   the  crowd  fliail  be  obeyed  :        8co 
The  king  his  pafiion  and  Iris  rule  fhall  leave. 
No  longer  Abra's,  but  the  people's  flave. 
My  coward  foul  fhall  bear  its  wayward  fate ; 
I  will,  alas  !   be  wretched  to  be  great, 
And  figh  in  royalty,  and  grieve  in  flate.  80 J 

I  faid  :   refclvM  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once  fo  far,  as  to  exped  relief 
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From  my  defpair  alone — 

I  chofe  to  write  the  thing  I  diirft  not  fpeak 

To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  I  muft  foiiake.  810 

The  harfh  epiftle  labour'd  much  to  prove 

How  inconfulent  majefty  and  love. 

I  always  fliould,  it  faid,  elleem  her  well. 

But  never  fee  her  more  :   it  bid  her  feel 

No  future  pain  for  me  ;   but  inflant  wed  815 

A  lover  more  proportion 'd  to  her  bed, 

And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 

To  the  jufl  duties  of  an  humble  wife. 

She  read,  and  forth  to  me  fhe  wildly  ran, 
To  me,  the  eafe  of  all  her  former  pain.  820 

She  kneel'd,  intreated,  ftruggled,  threaten'd,  cr)-'d, 
And  with  alternate  paiTion  liv'd  and  dy'd  : 
Till,  now,  deny'd  the  liberty  to  mourn. 
And  by  rude  fury  from  my  prefence  torn. 
This  only  object  of  my  real  care,  825 

Cut  off  from  hope,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
In  fome  few  polling  fatal  hours  is  hurl'd 
From  wealth,  from  power,  from  love,  and  from  the 
world. 

Here  tell  me,  if  thou  dar'ft,  my  confcious  foul, 
What  different  forrows  did  within  thee  roll  ?  830 

What  pangs,  what  fires,  what  racks,  didft  thou  fullain  I 
What  fad  viciffitudes  of  fmarting  pain  ? 
How  oft*  from  pomp  and  flate  did  I  remove. 
To  feed  defpair,  and  cherilli  hopelefs  love  ? 
How  oft',  all  day,  recall'd  I  Abra's  charms,  2>'^^ 

Her  beauties  prcfs'd,  and  panting  in  my  arms  ? 

Ho\r 
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How  oft',  with  fighs,  view'd  ev'ry  female  face. 
Where  mimic  fancy  might  her  Kkenefslrace  ? 
How  oft'  defir'd  to  fly  from  Ifracl's  throne, 
And  live  in  fhades  with  her  and  Love  alone  ?  840 

How  oft'  all  night  purfued  her  in  my  dreams. 
O'er  flowery  valiies,  and  through  cryftal  ftreams. 
And,  waking,  view'd  with  gnef  the  rifmg  fun, 
And  fondly  mourn 'd  the  dear  delufion  gone  ? 

When  thus  the  gather'd  fl:orms  of  wretched  love,  845 
In  my  fwoln  bofom,  with  long  war  had  fl:rove  ; 
At  length  they  broke  their  bounds ;  at  length  their  force 
Bore  down  whatever  met  Its  fl:ronger  courfe, 
Laid  all  the  civil  bonds  of  manhood  wafl:e, 
And  fcatter'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  paft.  850 

So  from  the  hills,  whofe  hollow  caves  contain 
The  congregated  fnow  and  fwelling  rain, 
Till  the  full  fliores  their  ancient  bounds  difdain, 
Precipitate  the  furious  torrent  flows  : 
In  vain  would  fpeed  avoid,  or  fl;rength  oppofe  ;       i^-:^ 
Towns,  forefts,  herds,  and  men,  promifcuous  drown'd. 
With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground  : 
The  echoed  woes  from  diftant  rocks  refound. 
And  nov/,  what  impious  ways  my  wiflies  took, 
How  they  the  monarch  and  the  man  forfook  ;         860 
And  how  I  follow'd  an  abandon'd  will, 
Through  crooked  paths,  and  fad  retreats  of  ill ; 
How  Judah's  daughters  now,  now  foreign  flaves. 
By  turns  my  pro  flit  uted  bed  receives  ; 
Through  tribes  of  women  how  I  loofely  rang'd      865 
Impatient ;  lik'd  to-night,  to-morrow  chang'd  ; 

And, 
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And,  by  the  inlUnft  of  capricious  luft, 

Enjoy 'd,  difdain'd,  was  grateful,  or  unjuft  : 

O,  be  thefe  fcenes  fronn  human  eyes  conceaPd, 

In  clouds  of  decent  filcnce  juflly  veil'd  !  870 

O,  be  the  wanton  images  convey'd 

To  black  oblivion  and  eternal  (hade  ! 

Or  let  their  fad  epitome  alone. 

And  outward  lints,  to  future  age  be  known, 

Enough  to  propagate  the  fure  belief,  875 

That  vice  engenders  fliame,  and  folly  broods  o'er  grief  1 

Bury'd  in  floth,  and  loft  in  eafe,  I  lay  ; 
The  night  I  revell'd,  and  I  flept  the  day. 
New  heaps  of  fuel  damp'd  my  kindling  fires, 
And  daily  change  extingulfh'd  young  defires,  880 

By  its  own  force  deftroyM,  fruition  ceas'd  ; 
And,  always  weary'd,  I  was  never  pleas'd. 
No  longer  now  does  my  neglected  mind 
Its  wonted  ftores  and  old  ideas  find. 
Fix'd  judgment  there  no  longer  does  abide,  885 

To  take  the  true,  or  fet  the  falfe  afide. 
No  longer  does  fwift  memory  trace  the  cells. 
Where  fpringing  wit,  or  young  invention,  dwells. 
Erequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails ; 
Patience  of  toil,  and  love  of  virtue,  fails.  890 

By  fad  degrees  impair'd,  my  vigour  dies. 
Till  I  command  no  longer  ev'n  in  vice. 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  fway  ; 
They  aik,  1  grant ;  they  threaten,  I  obey. 
In  regal  garments  now  I  gravely  ftride,  895 

Aw'd  by  the  Perfian  damfcPs  haughty  pride  : 

Now 


270  PRIOR'S      SOLOMON. 

Now  with  the  loofer  Syrian  dance  and  fmg, 
In  robes  tucked  up,  opprobrious  to  the  king. 

Charm'd  by  their  eyes,  their  manners  I  acquire, 
And  fhape  my  fooHihnefs  to  their  defire  ;  gco 

Seduc'd  and  aw'd  by  the  Phihftine  dame, 
At  Dagon's  fhrine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
With  the  Chaldean's  charms  her  rites  prevail, 
And  curling  frankincenfe  afcends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  drefs,  905 

And  ferve  her  god,  whofe  perfon  I  carefs. 

Where,  my  deluded  fenfe,  was  reafon  flown  ? 
Where  the  high  majefty  of  David's  throne  ? 
Where  ail  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth. 
With  which  the  living  God  inform'd  my  youth,     910 
When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before 
In  Ifrael's  land  had  lix'd  their  dire  abodes, 
Beaftly  divinities,  and  droves  of  gods  ; 
Ofiris,  Apis,  powers  that  chew  the  cud,  915 

And  dog  Anubis,  flatterer  for  his  food  ? 
When  in  the  v/oody  hills  forbidden  fliade 
I  caiv'd  the  marble,  and  invok'd  its  aid  ; 
Wlien  in  the  fens  to  fnakes  and  flies,  with  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  proftrate  fell  ;  920 

To  (hrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid. 
And  fet  the  bearded  leek,  to  which  I  pray'd ; 
When  to  all  beings  facred  rites  were  given. 
Forgot  the  Arbiter  of  earth  and  heaven  ? 

Through  thefe  fad  fliades,  this  chaos  in  my  foul,  925 
Some  feeds  of  lieht  at  kngth  began  to  roll. 

The 
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The  rifing  motion  of  an  infant  ray 

Shot  glimmering  through  the  cloud,  and  promis'd  day. 

And  now,  one  moment  able  to  refledl,  -1 

I  found  the  king  abandon'd  to  negled,  930    > 

Seen  without  awe,  and  fei-v'd  without  refpe6l.  J 

I  found  my  fubjects  amicably  join 

To  lefTen  their  defecls  by  citing  mine. 

The  prieft  with  pity  pray'd  for  David's  race, 

And  left  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  difgrace,  935 

The  father,  whilil  he  warn'd  his  erring  fon 

The  fad  exam.ples  which  he  ought  to  fhun, 

Defcrib'd,  and  only  nam'd  not,  Solomon. 

Each  bare"!,  each  fire,  did  to  his  pupil  fmg, 

A  wife  child  better  than  a  foolilh  king.  940 

Into  myfelf  my  Reafon's  eye  I  turn'd, 
And  as  I  muck  reflected,  much  I  mourn'd. 
A  mighty  king  I  am,  an  earthly  god ; 
Nations  obey  my  word,  and  wait  my  nod ; 
1  raife  or  link,  imprifon  or  fet  free,  945 

And  life  or  death  depends  on  my  decree. 
Fond  the  idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain  ; 
O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thoufand  tyrants  reign  ; 
Legions  of  luft,  and  various  powers  of  ill, 
Infult  the  mailer's  tributary  will :  950 

And  he,  from  whom  the  nations  fhould  receive 
Jullice  and  freedom,  lies  himfelf  a  flave, 
Tortured  by  cruel  change  of  wild  defires, 
Lafh'd  by  mad  rage,  and  fcorch'd  by  brutal  fires. 

O  Reafon  !  once  again  to  thee  I  call;  955 

Accept  my  forrow,  and  retrieve  my  fall, 

Wifdom^ 
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Wifdom,  thou  fay'fl,  from  Heaven  recciv'd  her  birth, 

Her  beams  tranfmltted  to  the  fubjeft  earth  : 

Yet  this  great  emprefs  of  the  human  foul 

Does  only  with  imagin'd  power  control,  960 

If  reftlefs  Paflion  by  rebellious  fway 

Compels  the  weak  ufurper  to  obey. 

O  troubled,  weak,  and  coward,  as  thou  art. 
Without  thy  poor  advice,  the  labouring  heart 
To  worfe  extremes  with  fwifter  ileps  would  run,     965 
Not  fav'd  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone. 

Oft*  have  I  faid,  the  praife  of  doing  well 
Is  to  the  ear  as  ointment  to  the  fmell. 
Now,  if  fome  flies  perchance,  however  fmall. 
Into  the  alabafter  urn  fhould  fall,  970 

The  odours  of  the  fweets  inclos'd  would  die. 
And  ftench  corrupt  (fad  change  !)  their  place  fupply. 
So  the  leaft  faults,  if  mix'd  with  faireft  deed, 
Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  feed  ; 
Into  the  balm  of  pureft  virtue  caft,  975 

Annoy  all  life  Vv^ith  one  contagious  blaft. 

Loft  Solomon  !  purfue  this  thought  no  more  : 
Of  thy  paft  errors  recoUeft  the  ftore ; 
And  filent  weep,  that,  while  the  deathlefs  Mufe 
Shall  fmg  the  juft,  fhall  o'er  their  heads  diffufe        980 
Perfumes  with  lavifli  hand,  flie  fiiall  proclaim 
Thy  crimes  alone,  and,  to  thy  evil  fame 
Impartial,  fcatter  damps  and  poifons  on  thy  name. 
Awaking,  therefore,  as  v/ho  long  had  dream'd. 
Much  of  my  women  and  their  gods  afliam'd ;  985 

From 
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From  this  abyfs  of  cxemplaiy  vice 

Refolv'd,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rife  ; 

Again  I  bid  the  mournful  goddefs  write 

The  fond  purfuit  of  fugitive  dehght ; 

Bid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wing,  990 

And,  rais'd  from  earth,  and  fav'd  from  paflion,  fing 

Of  human  hope  by  crofs  event  deftroy'd. 

Of  ufelefs  wealth  and  greatnefs  unenjoy'd. 

Of  luft  and  love,  with  their  fantallic  train, 

Their  wiflies,  fmiles,  and  looks,  deceitful  all,,  and  vaia. 


Vol.  XXXIir.  T  TEXTS 


TEXTS    CHIEFLY    ALLUDED    TO    IN     BOOK    111. 

Or  ever  the  filver  cord  be  loofed,  or  the  golden  bowl 

*'  be  broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the  fountain, 

"  or  the  wheel  broken  at  the  ciftern."     Eccl.  xii.  6' 

**  The  fun  arifeth,  and  the  fun  goeth  down,  and  halleth 

*'  to  his  place  w^here  he  arofe.''    Ch.  i.  5. 
**  The  wind  goeth  towards  the  fouth,  and  turneth  about 
"  unto  the  north.     It  whirleth  about  continually  ; 
*'  and  the  wind  returneth  again,  according  to  his  cir- 
«'cuit."    Verf.  6, 
**  All  the  rivers  run  into  the  fea  :  yet  the  fea  is  not  full. 
**  Unto  the  place  from  whence  the  rivers  come,  thi- 
"  ther  they  return  again."    Ver.  7. 
**  Then  fhall  the  duil  return  to  the  earth,  as  It  was :  and 
*'  the  fpirit  fliall  return  unto  God  who  gave  It.** 
Ch.  xii.  7. 
**  Now  when  Solomon  had  made  an  end  of  praying,  the 
-^*  fire  came  dow^n  from  Heaven,  and  confumed  the 
**  burnt-oiFering,  and  the  facrifices  ;  and  the  glory  of 
**  the  Lord  filled  the  houfe.'*    2  Chron.  vli.  i. 
**  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  there  we  fat  down  ;  yea 
*'  we    wept,    when    we    remembered    Sion,'*    &c, 
Pfalm  cxxxvii.  i. 
■^'  I  faid  of  laughter,  it  is  mad ;  and  of  mirth,  what 

''  doth  it  r    Ecclef.  ii,  2. 
^*  No  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God  maketh^ 

"  from  the  beginning  to  the  end."     Ch.  iii.  1 1. 

**  V/hatfcever  God  doeth',  it  fhail  be  for  ever;  nothing 

"  canbeputtoitjnoranythingtaken  fromit:  and  God 

*'  doeth  it,  that  men  fhould  fear  before  him."  Ver.  14. 

■**  Let  us  hear  the  conclufion  of  the  whole  matter;  fear 

"  God,  and  keep  his  commandments  ;  for  tliis  is  th-c 

'^*  whole  duty  of  man.*'    Ch.  xii.  13. 
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■Solomon  confiders  man  through  the  feveral  ftages  and 
conditions  of  life,  and  concludes  in  general,  that  vvc 
are  all  miferable.  He  reflects  more  particularly  upon 
the  trouble  and  'uncertainty  of  greatnefs  and  power; 
gives  fome  inflances  thereof  from  Adam  down  to 
himfelf ;  and  Itill  concludes  that  all  is  Vanity.  He 
reafons  again  upon  life,  death,  and  a  future  being  ; 
finds  human  vvifdom  too  imperfetl  to  refolve  his 
doubts ;  has  recourfe  to  religion  ;  is  informed  by  an 
angel,  what  fliall  happen  to  himfelf,  his  family,  and 
his  kingdom,  till  the  redemption  of  Ifrael ;  and, 
upon  the  whole,  refolves  to  fubmit  his  inquiries  and 
anxieties  to  the  will  of  his  Creator. 

f^  O  M  E  then,  my  Soul ;   I  call  thee  by  that  name, 

Thou  bufy  thing,  from  w  hence  I  know  1  am  ; 
For,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  thou  art ; 
Since  that  mufl  needs  exift,  which  can  impart. 
But  how  cam'lt  thou  to  be,  or  whence  tihy  fpring  ?      5 
For  various  of  thee  priclls  and  poets  fing. 

T  2  Hear'll 
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Hear'll  thou  fubmiffive,  but  a  lowly  birth, 
Some  feparate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  effeft  which  nature  mull  beget. 
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Companion  of  the  body's  good  or  ill, 

From  force  of  inftinft,  more  than  choice  of  will ; 

Confcious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain. 

As  the  wild  courfes  of  the  blood  ordain  ; 

Who,  as  degrees  of  heat  and  cold  prevail,  15 

In  youth  doil  flourirti,  and  with  age  flialt  fail  ;- 

Till,  mingled  with  thy  partner's  latell  breath. 

Thou  fly'll  diffolv'd  in  air,  and  loft  in  death  ? 

Or,  if  thy  great  exiftence  would  afpire 
To  caufes  more  fubhme,  of  heavenly  fire  2a 

Wert  thou  a  fpark  ftruck  off,  a  feparate  ray,, 
Ordain'd  to  mingle  with  terreftrlal  clay  ^z 
With  it  condemn'd  for  certain  years  to  dwell. 
To  grieve  its  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  feel ; 
To  teach  it  good  and  ill,  difgrace  or  fame,  2^- 

Pale  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  wuth  fhame ; 
To  guide  its  a6lions  with  informing  care, 
In  peace  to  judge,  to  conquer  in  the  war ; 
Render  it  agile,  witty,  valiant,,  fage. 
As  fits  the  various  courfe  of  human  age  ;  30 

Till  as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  falls. 
The  captive  breaks  her  prifon's  mouldering  walls  ;. 
Hovers  a  while  upon  the  fad  remains, 
Which  now  the  pile  or  fepulchre  contains; 
And  thence  v  ith  liberty  unbounded  flies,  35 

Impatient  to  regain  her  native  (l^Ies? 

Wliat- 
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WHiate'er  thou  art,  where-e'er  ordain'd  to  go, 
(Points  which  we  rather  may  difpute  than  know) 
Come  on,  thou  little  inmate  of  this  bread, 
W-liicli  for  thy  fake  from  paffions  I  diveft,  40 

For  thefc,  thou  fay'ft,  raife  all  the  ftormy  flrife. 
Which  hinder  thy  repofe,  and  trouble  life. 
Be  tlie  fair  level  of  thy  adions  laid. 
As  temperance  wills,  and  prudence  may  perfuade  : 
Be  thy  affeCliGns  undilhirb'd  and  clear,  45 

Guided  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear. 
And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care. 

Amafs'd  in  man,  there  jullly  is  beheld 
What  through  the  whole  creation  has  excell'd  : 
The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beafts  the  fenfe,     50 
The  angel's  forecail  and  intelligence  : 
Say  from  thefe  glorious  feeds  what  harvcil  flows. 
Recount  our  bleffrngs,  and  compare  our  woes. 
In  its  true  light  let  cleareil  reafon  fee 
T^ie  man  dragg'd  out  to  adl,  and  forc'd  to  be ;         55 
Helplefs  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees 
To  be  expos'd  and  rear'd  as  fhe  may  pleafe. 
Feel  her  negled,  and  pine  from  her  difeafe  : 
His  tender  eye  by  too  direft  a  ray 
Wounded,  and  flying  from  unpractis'd  day  ;  60 

His  heart  afTaulted  by  invading  air. 
And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war ; 
To  his  young  fenfe  how  various  forms  appear, 
That  ftrike  his  wonder,  and  excite  his  fear ; 
By  his  dillortions  he  reveals  his  pains  ;  65 

He  by  his  tears  and  by  his  fighs  complains ; 

T  3  Till 
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Till  time  and  ufe  affift  the  infant  wretch. 

By  broken  words  and  rudiments  of  fpeech. 

His  wants  in  plainer  charaAefs  to  fliow. 

And  paint  more  perfeft  figures  of  his  woe  ;  yo- 

Condemn'd  to  facrifice  his  chiloifl-i  years 

To  babbling  ignorance,  and  to  empty  fears; 

To  pafs  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 

Afting  his  part  upon  a  crowded  ftage  ; 

To  lailing  toils  expos'd,  and  endlefs  cares,  75 

To  open  dangers,  and  to  fecret  iiiares ; 

To  malice  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends. 

And  the  more  dangerous  love  of  feeming  friends. 

His  deeds  examined  by  the  people's  will, 

Prone  to  forget  the  good,  and  blam-e  the  ill ;  80 

Or  fadly  cenfur'd  in  their  curs'd  debate, 

Who,  in  the  fcorner's  or  the  judge's  feat, 

Dare  to  condem.n  the  virtue  which  they  hate. 

Or,  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantic  fcene. 

And  trees  and  beafts  prefer  to  courts  and  men,         85 

In  the  remotefl  wood  and  lonely  grot 

Certain  to  meet  that  worll  of  evils.  Thought  ; 

X)ifferent  ideas  to  his  memory  brought, 

Some  intricate  as  are  the  pathlefs  woods, 

Impetuous  fome  as  the  defcending  floods  ;  90 

With  anxious  doubts,  with  raging  paffions  torn. 

No  fvveet  companion  near,  with  whom  to  mourn, 

He  hears  the  echoing  rock  return  his  fighs, 

And  from  himfelf  the  friehted  hermit  flies. 

Thus,  through  what  path  foe'er  of  life  we  rove,    95 

Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 

Vex'd 
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Vex'.d  with  the  prefent  moment's  heavy  gloom, 

Why  feek  we  brightncfs  from  tlie  years  to  come  ? 

Dillurb'd  and  broken  like  a  Tick  man's  fleep, 

Our  troubled  thoughts  to  diitant  profpecls  leap,       ICO 

Defirous  Hill  what  flies  us  to  o'ertake. 

For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  thofe  that  wake  : 

But,  looking  back,  we  fee  the  dreadful  train 

Of  woes  anew,  which  were  we  to  fuftain, 

We  fliould  refufe  to  tread  the  path  again  ; 

Still  adding  grief.  Hill  counting  from  the  firit, 

Judging  the  lateft  evils  Hill  the  worll:. 

And  fadly  finding  each  progrelTive  hour 

Heighten  their  number  and  augment  their  power, 

Till,  by  one  countlefs  fum  of  woes  oppreil,  I  lo 

Hoary  with  cares,  and  ignorant  of  reft. 

We  find  the  vital  fprings  relax 'd  and  worn. 

Compelled  our  common  impotence  to  mourn, 

Thus  throughtheroundof  agetochildhood  we  return 

Reflefting  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb  115 

We  yefterday  came  forth  ;  that  in  tlie  tomb 

Naked  again  we  mull  to-morrow  lie. 

Bom  to  lament,  to  Libour,  and  to  die. 

Pafs  we  the  ills  wlu'ch  each  man  feels  or  dreads, 
The  weight  or  fallen  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads  j     120 
The  bear,  the  lion,  terrors  of  the  plain. 
The  flieepfold  fcatter'd,  and  the  fliepherd  flain  ; 
The  frequent  errors  of  the  pathlefs  wood. 
The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dangerous  flood ; 
The  noifome  peflilence,  that  in  open  war  125 

Terrible  marches  through  the  mid-day  air, . 

T  4  And 
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And  fcatters  death ;  the  arrow  that  by  night 

Cuts  the  dank  mift,  and  fatal  wings  its  flight ; 

The  billowing  fnow,  and  violence  of  the  fhower, 

That  from  the  hills  difperfe  their  dreadful  {lore,  130 

And  o'er  the  vales  collefted  ruin  pour  ; 

The  worm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  fruit,  fad  gueft, 

Canker  or  locuil,  hurtful  to  infeft 

The  blade  ;  while  huflis  elude  the  tiller's  care, 

And  eminence  of  want  difl:inguifhes  the  year.  135 

Pafs  we  the  flow  difeafe,  and  fubtle  pain, 
Which  our  weak  frame  is  deftin'd  to  fuftain ; 
The  cruel  ftone  with  congregated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way  ;  the  cold  catarrh, 
With  frequent  impulfe,  and  continued  flrife,  140 

Weakening  the  wafted  feats  of  irkfome  life  ; 
The  gout's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  rage, 
The  fad  experience  of  decay  ;  and  age, 
Herfelf  the  foreft  ill ;  while  death  and  eafe, 
Oft'  and  in  vain  invok'd  or  to  appeafe  145 

Or  €nd  the  grief,  with  hafty  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  patient  and  the  fickly  bed. 

Nought  fhall  it  profit,  that  the  charming  fair, 
Angelic,  fofteft  work  of  Heaven,  draws  near 
To  the  ccld  fhaking  paralytic  hand.,  150 

Senfelefs  of  beauty's  touch,  or  love's  command  ; 
Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  its  feeble  mafter's  will. 
Nought  fhall  the  pfaltry  and  the  harp  avail, 
Tiie  pleafing  fong,  or  well-repeated  tale,  155 

When 
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"V^Tien  the  quick  fpirits  their  warm  march  forbear, 
And  numbing  coldnefs  has  unbrac'd  the  ear. 

The  verdant  rifing  of  the  flowery  hill, 
The  vale  enamell'd,  and  the  cr^^ftal  rill. 
The  ocean  rolling  and  the  fhelly  fhore,  l6* 

Beautiful  objects,  fhall  delight  no  more. 
When  the  lax'd  fincws  of  the  weaken'd  eye 
In  watery  damps  or  dim  fuffufion  lie. 
Day  follows  night ;  the  clouds  return  again 
After  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain  ;  1 65 

But  to  the  aged-blind  fhall  ne'er  return 
Grateful  viciflitude  :  he  ftill  mull  mourn 
The  fun,  and  moon,  and  every  ftarry  hght, 
Eclips'd  to  him,  and  loft  in  everlafting  night. 


Behold  where  age's  wretched  vitlim  lies. 
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See  his  head  trembling,  and  his  half-clos'd  eyes ; 
Frequent  for  breath  his  panting  bofom  heaves  ; 
To  broken  fleep  his  remnant  fenfe  he  gives. 
And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  be  lives. 

Loos'd  by  devouring  time,  the  filver  cord  175 

Difitver'd  lies  ;  unhonour'd  from  the  board 
The  cryftal  urn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by. 
And  apter  utenfils  their  place  fupply. 
Thefe  things  and  thou  muft  fhare  one  equal  lot, 
Die  and  be  loft,  corrupt  and  be  forgot ;  180 

While  ftill  another  and  another  race 
Shall  nov/  fupply,  and  now  give  up  the  place  ; 
Prom  earth  all  came,  to  earth  muft  all  return. 
Frail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  as  the  urn. 

But 
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Eut  be  the  terror  of  thefe  ills  fupprefs'd,  iSj. 

And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigour  bleft. 
Home  he  returns  with  the  dechning  fun. 
His  deftin'd  talTc  of  labour  hardly  done  ; 
Goes  forth  again  with  the  afcending  ray,. 
Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay,.  190 

And  find  the  ill  fuiScient  to  the  day. 
Haply  at  night  he  does  with  horror  ihun. 
A  widow'd  daughter  or  a  dying  fon  ; 
His  neighbour's  ofl^spring  he  to-morrow  fees,. 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increafc  ;  195. 

The  next  day,  and  the  next,  he  muil  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend.. 
In  every  aft  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  houfehold  ills  ; 
The  due  reward  to  juil  defert  rcfas'd,  200 

The  truft  betray'd,  the  nuptial  bed  abus'd  ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long-depending  caufe,. 
And  doubtful  iffue  of  mifconftrued  laws; 
Tlie  crafty  turns  of  a  difhoneft  ilate. 
And  violent  will  of  the  v/rong-doing  great ;  205 

The  venom'd  tongue,  injurious  to  his  fame, 
Which  nor  can  wifdom  fliun,  nor  fair  advice  reclaim. 

Eileem  we  thefe,  my  friends,  event  and  chance, 
Produc'd  as  atoms  from  their  fluttering  dance  ? 
Or  higher  yet  their  effence  may  we  draw  210 

From  deftin'd  order  and  eternal  law^  ? 
Again,  my  Mufe,  the  cruel  doubt  repeat : 
*5pring  they,  I  fay,  from  accident  or  fate  ? 

Yet 
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Yet  fuch  w€  find  they  are  as  can  control 
The  fervile  aftions  of  our  wavering  foul  :  215 

Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain,  the  will  ; 
Their  ills  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fatal  fearch  !   in  which  the  labouring  mind, 
Still  prefs'd  with  weight  of  woe,  dill  hopes  to  find 
A  fl\adovv  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peace,  2 20 

From  years  of  pain  one  moment  of  releafe  ;. 
Hoping  at  leaft  (lie  may  herfelf  deceive, 
Againft  experience  willing  to  believe, 
Defirous  to  rejoice,  condemn'd  to  grieve. 

Happy  the  mortal  man,  who  now  at  lad  225 

Has  through  this  doleful  vale  of  mifery  pail, 
Who  to  his  defcin'd  ftage  has  carry'd  on 
The  tedious  load,  and  laid  his  burden  down  ; 
Whom  the  cut  brafs,  or  wounded  marble,  fhews 
Viftor  o'er  Life,  and  all  her  train  of  woes.  z^lt 

He,  happier  yet,  who,  privileg'd  by  Fate 
To  fhorter  labour  and  a  lighter  weight, 
Receiv'd  but  yefterday  the  gift  of  breath,. 
Order'd  to-morrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O  !  beyond  defcription  happieft  he,  235 

Who  ne'er  muft  roll  on  Life's  tumultuous  fea  ; 
Who,  with  blefs'd  freedom,  from  the  general  doom  ^ 
Exempt,  muft  never  force  the  teeming  womb,  j" 

Nor  fee  the  fun,  nor  fink  into  the  tomb  !  J 

Who  breathes,  muft  fuffer ;  and  who  thinks,  muft 
mourn  ;  240 

And  he  alone  is  blefs'd,  who  ne'er  was  born. 

"  Yet 
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**  Yet  in  thy  turn,  thou  frowning  Preacher,  hear : 
^*  Are  not  thefe  general  maxims  too  fevere  ? 
**  Say  :  cannot  power  fecure  its  owner's  bhfs  ? 
"  And  is  not  wealth  the  potent  fire  of  peace  ?    245 
*^  Are  vi6lors  blefs'd  with  fame,  or  kings  with  eafe 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common  care, 
And  man  was  born  to  fuffer,  and  to  fear. 

"  But  is  no  rank,  no  ftation,  no  degree, 
'*  From  this  contagious  taint  of  forrow  free  ?"         25*0 

None,  mortal !  none.    Yet  in  a  bolder  ftrain 
Let  me  this  m.elancholy  truth  maintain. 
Biit  hence,  ye  worldly  and  prophane,  retire  ; 
For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  raife  my  lyre, 
To  notions  not  by  vulgar  ear  receiv'd  :  2^'§ 

Ye  fcill  muft  covet  Hfe,  and  be  deceiv'd  ; 
Your  very  fear  of  death  fhall  make  you  try 
To  catch  the  fhade  of  immortality  ; 
Wifhing  on  e^rth  to  linger,  and  to  fave 
Part  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave ;  26^ 

To  thofe  who  may  furvive  you  to  bequeath 
Something  entire,  in  fpite  of  Time  and  Death  ; 
A'fancy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve. 
And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  building,  live. 
Falfe  hope  !  vain    labour  !  let  fome  ages  fly,  26^ 

The  dome  fhall  moulder,  and  the  volume  die  : 
Wretches,  Hill  taught,  ilill  will  ye  think  it  Ibauge, 
That  all  the  parts  of  this  great  fabric  change, 
Qjjit  their  old  ftation,  and  primaeval  frame^. 
And  lofe  their  Hiape,  their  effe-nce,  and  their  name  ?  270 

Reduce 
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Reduce  the  fong  :  our  hopes,  our  joys,  are  vain  ; 
Our  lot  Is  forrovv,  and  our  portion  pain. 

Wliat  paufe  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  comfort  bring 
The  name  of  wife  or  great,  of  judge  or  king  ? 
What  is  a  king  ? — a  man  condemn'd  to  bear  275 

The  pubHc  burden  of  the  nation's  care  ; 
Now  crown'd  fome  angry  faction  to  appeafe  ; 
Now  falls  a  vidllm  to  the  people's  eafe  ; 
From  the  firft  blooming  of  his  ill-taught  youth, 
Nouriih'd  in  flattery,  and  eftrang'd  from  truth  ;     280 
At  home  furrounded  by  a  fervile  crowd, 
Prompt  to  abufe,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  fwords,  and  fpears, 
His  very  ftate  acknowledging  his  fears  ; 
Marching  amidil  a  thoufand  guards,  he  fhews         2 85 
JHis  fecret  terror  of  a  thoufand  foes  : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brave. 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  flave ; 
Seeking  to  fettle  what  for  ever  flies, 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize.  290 

But  he  returns  with  conquefl:  on  his  brow, 
Brings  up  the  triumph,  and  abfolves  the  vow  :; 
The  captive  generals  to  his  car  were  ty'd ; 
The  joyful  citizens  tumultuous  tide. 
Echoing  his  glorj',  gratify  his  pride.  295 

What  is  this  triumph  ?  madnefs,  fliouts,  and  noife. 
One  great  coUeftion  of  the  people's  voice. 
The  wretches  he  brings  back  in  chains  relate 
What  may  to-morrow  be  the  vidor's  fate  i 

The 
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The  fpoils  and  trophies,  borne  before  hnn,  {hew  300  ^ 
National  lofs,  and  epidemic  woe,  > 

Various  diftrefs,  which  he  and  his  may  know.  ^ 

Does  he  not  mourn  the  vaHant  thoufands  flain, 
The  heroes,  once  the  glory  of  the  plain, 
JLeft  in  the  conflict  of  the'  fatal  day,  305^ 

Or  the  wolPs  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 
Does  he  not  weep  the  laurel  which  he  wears. 
Wet  with  the  foldiers  blood,  and  widows  tears  ? 

See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war! 
See  millions  crowding  round  the  gilded  car  !  310 

In  the  vail  joys  of  this  ecilatic  hour, 
And  full  fruition  of  fuccefsful  power, 
One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  fcan 
The  various  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  ftate  of  man. 
Are  the  dire  images  of  fad  diflruft,  315 

And  popular  change,  obfcur'd  amid  the  duft 
That  rifes  from  the  viftor's  rapid  v/heel  ? 
Can  the  loud  clarion  or  fhrill  fife  repel 
The  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  Nature's  voice 
Plaintive  be  drown'd  or  lefTen'd  in  the  noife  ;  320 

Though  fhouts  of  thunder  loud  affiift  the  air, 
Stun  the  birds  now  releas'd,  and  fhake  the  ivory  chair  > 

Yon' crowd  (he  might  reflect),  yon' joyful  crowd, 
Pleas'd  vv-ith  my  honours,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
(Should  fleeting  victory  to  the  vanquifli'd  go,  325 

Should  file  deprefs  my  arms,  and  raife  the  foe) 
Would  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wait 
At  the  high  palace,  or  the  crowded  gate  ; 

Witk 
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With  refllefs  rage  would  pull  my  flatucs  down, 

And  cad  the  brafs  anew  to  his  renown.  330 

O  impotent  defire  of  worldly  fway  ! 
That  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day, 
May  of  to-morrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Ghaftly  with  wounds,  and  lifelefs  on  the  bier ! 
Then   (vilenefs  of  mankind  !)   then  of  all  thefe,       33^ 
Whom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  fees, 
Would  one,  alas  1  repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
Wafh  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate  ? 
Or,  march'd  I  chain'd  behind  the  hoftile  car, 
The  victor's  paftime,  and  the  fport  of  war,  3^.0 

Would  one,  would  one  his  pitying  forrow  lend, 
Or  be  fo  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  friend  ? 

Avails  it  then,  O  Reafon,  to  be  wife  ? 
To  fee  this  cruel  fcene  with  quicker  eyes  ? 
To  know  with  more  diftinftlon  to  complain,  34^; 

And  have  fupcrior  fenfe  in  feeling  pain  ? 

Let  us  revolve  that  roll  with  llrifteft  eye. 
Where  fafe  from  time  difiinguifh'd  aftions  lie  ; 
And  judge  if  greatnefs  be  exempt  from  pain, 
Or  pleafure  ever  may  with  power  remain.  ^^o 

Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  was  made. 
The  fairefl;  blefling  to  his  arms  convey'd, 
A  charming  wife  ;  and  air,  and  fea,  and  land, 
And  all  that  move  therein  to  his  command 
Rendered  obedient ;  fay,  my  penfive  Mufe,  3^-5^ 

What  did  thefe  golden  promifes  produce  ? 
Scarce  tafting  life,  he  was  of  joy  bereav'd : 
One  day,  I  think,  in  paradife  he  liv'd ; 

2  DelUn'd 
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Deflin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  purfue, 

Where  wounding  thorns  and  curfed  thillles  grew.  360 

Ere  yet  he  earns  his  bread,  a-down  his  brow, 

Indin'd  to  earth,  his  labouring  fweat  mull  flow. ; 

His  limbs  muft  ake,  with  daily  toils  opprefs'd. 

Ere  long-wifh'd  night  brings  neceflary  reft.. 

Still  viewing  with  regret  his  darling  Eve,  365 

He  for  her  folKes  and  his  own  muft  grieve  ; 

Bewailing  Hill  afrefli  their  haplefs  choice  ; 

His  ear  oft'  frighted  with  the  imag'd  voice 

Of  Heaven,  when  firft  it  thunder'd  ;  oft'  his  view 

Aghaft,  as  when  the  infant  lightning  flew,  37% 

And  the  ftern  Cherub  fl:opp'd  the  fatal  road. 

Arm' d  with  the  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 

His  younger  fon  on  the  polluted  ground, 

Firll-fruit  of  death,  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 

Given  by  a  brother's  hand  :  his  eldeft  birth  37j^ 

Flies,  mark'd  by  Heaven,  a  fugitive  o'er  earth. 

Yet  why  thefe  forrows  heap'd  upon  the  fire,. 

Becomes  nor  man,  nor  angel,  to  inquire. 

Each  age  finn'd  on  ;  and  guilt  advanc'd  with  time  : 
The  fon  ftill  added  to  the  father's  crime  ;  380 

Tiir  God  arofe,  and,  great  in  anger,  faid, 
Lo  !  it  repenteth  me,  that  man  was  made  ! 
Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  fun  !  be  dark,  ye  fldes  ! 
And  from  your  deep  abyfs,.ye  waters,  rife  ! 

The  frighted  angels  heard  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
And  o'er  the  earth  from  wrathful  vials  pour'd 
Tempefts,  and  florms,  obedient  to. his  word. 

Mean 
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Mean  time,  his  providence  to  Noah  gave 

The  guard  of  all  that  he  defign'd  to  fave. 

Exempt  from  general  doom  the  patriarch  flood,      390 

Contemn'd  the  waves,  and  triumph'd  o'er  the  flood. 

The  winds  fall  filent,  and  the  waves  decreafe, 
The  dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  olive  peace  ;       ^ 
Yet  ftill  his  heart  does  inward  forrow  feel. 
Which  faith  txIj*^  forbids  him  to  reveal.  395- 

If  on  the  backward  world  his  views  are  call, 
'Tis  death  difPus'd,  and  univerfal  wafle. 
Prefent  (fad  profpecl  !)  can  he  aught  defciy, 
Bigt   (what  affecls  his  melancholy  eye) 
The  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabric  loll,  400 

In  chains  of  craggy  hill,  or  lengths  of  dreary  coaft  ? 
While,  to  high  Heaven  his  pious  breathings  turn'd. 
Weeping  he  hop'd,  and  facrificing  moiirn'd  ;. 
When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatcli'd  from  the  wateiy  grave,  and  fav'd  from  nations 
drown'd ;  405 

And  of  three  fons,  the  future  hopes  of  earth. 
The  feed  whence  empires  mult  receive  their  birth, 
One  he  forcfees  excluded  heavenly  grace. 
And  mark'd  with  curfes,  fatal  to  his  race  ! 

Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God,       410 
Of  human  ills  rriuil  bear  the  dellin'd  load ; 
By  blood  and  battles  mull  his  power  maintain. 
And  fiay  the  monarchs  ere  he  rules  tHe  plain  ;. 
Muft  deal  juft  portions  of  a  fervile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peeviih  wife  ;  415 
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Muft  with  the  mother  leave  the  weeping  fon, 

In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan  ; 

Muft  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope, 

To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 

Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood,  420 

Dellroy  his  heir,  or  difobey  his  God. 

Mofes  beheld  that  God  ;  but  how  beheld  ? 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd, 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyfs  of  light ; 
While  prefent,  too  fevere  for  human  fight,  425 

Nor  {laying  longer  than  one  fwift-wing'd  night. 
The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  decreed 
To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilfome  deed. 
His  youth  with  wants  and  hardfhips  muft  engage  ; 
Plots  and  rebellions  mull  diilurb  his  age  ;  430 

Some  Corah  Hill  arofe,  fome  rebel  flave, 
Prompter  to  fink  the  ftate,  than  he  to  fave  : 
And  Ifrael  did  his  rage  fo  far  provoke. 
That  what  the  godhead  wrote,  the  prophet  broke. 
His  voice  fcarce  heard,  his  diftates  fcarce  believ'd,  435 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  liv'd  ; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  fevereft  law. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promis'd  land  he  faw. 

My  father's  life  was  one  long  line  of  care, 
A  fcene  of  danger,  and  a  ftate  of  war.  440 

Alarm'd,  expos'd^  his  childhood  muft  engage 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rage. 
By  var'ious  turns  his  threatened  youth  muft  fear 
Goliah's  lifted  fvvovd,  and  Saul's  emitted  fpear. 

2  Forlorn 
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Forlorn  he  muft  and  perfecuted  fly,  445 

Climb  the  deep  mountain,  in  the  cavern  L"e, 
And  often  an<:,  and  be  refus'd,  to  die. 

For  ever,  from  his  manly  toil,  are  known 
The  weight  of  power,  and  anguifh  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue  can  fpeak  the  reftlefs  monarch's  woes, 
When  God  and  Nathan  were  declar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  ever)^  objedl  his  offence  revil'd. 
The  hufband  murder'd,  and  the  wife  defilM, 
The  parent's  fms  imprefs'd  upon  the  dying  child  ? 
What  heart  can  think  the  grief  which  he  fuP^aiu'd,  45^ 
Wlicn  the  king's  crime  brought  vengeance  on  the  land; 
And  the  Inexorable  prophet's  voice 
Gave  famine,   plague,    or  war,    and  bid  him  fix  hif 
choice  ? 

He  dy'd  ;   and,  oh  !  may  no  reflecllon  (bed 
Its  poifonous  venom  on  the  royal  dead  !  460 

Yet  the  unwilling  truth  muft  be  exprefs'd, 
\Mnch  long  has  labour'd  In  this  penfive  breaft  : 
Dying,  he  added  to  my  weight  of  care  ; 
He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubted  heir ; 
Left  his  unfinifh'd  murder  to  his  fon,  465 

And  Joab's  blood  entail'd  on  Judah's  crown. 

Young  as  I  was,  I  hafted  to  fulfil 
The  cruel  dictates  of  my  parent's  will. 
Of  his  fair  deeds  a  dlllant  view  I  took, 
But  turn'd  the  tube,  upon  his  faults  to  look,  470 

Forgot  his  youth,  fpent  In  his  country's  caufe, 
His  care  of  right,  his  reverence  to  the  laws ; 

U  2  But 
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But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  folly  trace,. 

Broken  and  old  in  Bathlheba's  embrace  ; 

Could  follow  him,  where-e'er  he  ftray'd  from  good, 

And  cite  his  fad  example,  whilfl:  I  trod 

Paths  open  to  deceit,  and  track'd  with  blood. 

Soon  docile  to  the  fecrct  a6ls  of  ill. 

With  fmiles  I  could  betray,  with  temper  kill ; 

Soon  In  a  brother  could  a  rival  view,  480 

Watch  all  his  afts,  and  all  his  ways  purfue. 

In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled  : 

Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  fpeed. 

Ev'n  there,  my  foul,  ev'n  there  he  fnould  have  fell, 

But  that  my  intereft  did  my  rage  conceal.  485 

Doubling  my  crime,  I  promife,  and  deceive, 

Purpofe  to  flay,  whilfl  fwearing  to  forgive. 

Treaties,  perfuafions,  fighs,  and  tears,  are  vain  ; 

With  a  mean  lie  curs'd  vengeance  I  fuftaln. 

Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power,  490 

Till,  of  the  deftin'd  fugitive  fecure. 

In  folemn  ftate  to  parricide  I  rife. 

And,  as  God  lives,  this  day  my  brother  dies. 

Be  witnefs  to  my  tears,  celeftial  Mufe  ; 
In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excufe,  495 

Fraternal  blood-by  my  direftion  fpllt ; 
In  vain  on  Joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt : 
The  deed  was  afted  by  the  fubjedl's  hand ; 
The  fword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  command. 
Mine  was  the  murder  ;  It  was  mine  alone  :  500 

Years  of  contrition  mull  the  crime  atone  ; 

Nor 
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Nor  can  my  guilty  foul  expe61:  relief, 
But  from  a  long  fincerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imperfed  haiid,  and  trembling  heart, 
Her  love  of  truth  fuperior  to  her  art,  505 

Already  the  r^fleding  Mufe  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  anions  part. 
The  penfive  goddefs  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought ; 
From  growing  childhood  to  declining  age,  510 

How  tedious  every  ftep,  how  gloomy  every  flage. 
This  courfe  of  vanity  almoll  complete, 
Tir'd  in  the  field  of  life,  1  hope  retreat 
In  the  ftill  (hades  of  death  :  for  dread  and  pain. 
And  griefs,  will  find  their  fhafts  elanc'd  in  vain,     31^ 
And  their  points  broke,  retorted  from  the  head, 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  reafon  !  what  is  death  ? 
Blood  only  ftopp'd,  and  interrupted  breath  ; 
The  utmoft  limit  of  a  narrow  fpan,  520 

And  end  of  motion  which  with  hfe  began. 
As  fmoke  that  rifes  from  the  kindling  fires 
Is  feen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires  ; 
As  empty  clouds  by  rifing  winds  are  toft. 
Their  fleeting  forms  fcarce  fooner  found  than  loil  ;  525 
So  vanifhes  our  ftate,  fo  pafs  our  days ; 
So  hfe  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays : 
The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas  !  fo  nigh. 
To  live,  is  fcarce  diilinguifh'd  from  to  die. 

Cure  of  the  mifer's  wi{h,  and  coward's  fear,         530 
Death  only  fiiews  us  what  we  knew  was  near. 

U  3  With 
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"With  corn-age  therefore  view  the  pointed  hour, 
Dread  not  Death's  anger,  but  expedl  his  power  ; 
Nor  nature's  law  with  fruitlefs  forrow  mourn, 
But  die,  O  mortal  man  !  for  thou  waft  born.  53^ 

Cautious  through  doubt,  by  want  of  courage  wife. 
To  fuch  advice  the  reafoner  ftill  replies. 

Yet  meafuring  all  the  long-continued  fpace. 
Every  fucceffive  day's  repeated  race, 
Since  TiniL^  firft  llarted  from  his  priftine  goal,        540 
Tdl  he  had  reach'd  that  hour  wherein  my  foul 
Jo'n'd  to  my  body  fwell'd  the  womb  ;  I  was 
(At  leaft  I  think  fo)  nothing  :  muft  I  pafs 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  vital  breath, 
Ceafmg,  configns  me  o'er  to  reft  and  death  ?  545 

Muft  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  return 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  contraAed  urn  ? 
And  never  ftiali  thofe  particles  agree, 
That  were  in  life  this  individual  he  ? 
But,  fever'd,  muft  they  join  the  general  mafs,      550 
Through  other  forms  and  fhapes  ordain'd  to  pafs, 
Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was  ? 
Does  the  great  word,  that  gave  him  fenfe,  ordain 
That  life  fliall  never  wake  that  fenfe  again  ? 
And  will  no  power  his  unking  fpirits  fave  ^^^ 

From  the   dark  caves  of  death,  and  chambers  of  the 
grave  ? 

Each  evening  I  behold  the  fetting  fun 
"With  downward  fpeed  into  the  ocean  run  : 
Yet  the  fame  light  (pafs  but  fome  fleeting  hours) 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  his  powers  j  560 

Starts 
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Starts  the  bright  race  again  :  his  conflant  flame 

Rifes  and  fets,  returning  ftill  the  fame. 

I  mark  the  various  fury  of  the  winds  ; 

Thefe  neither  feafons  guide,  nor  order  binds  ; 

They  now  dilate,  and  now  contraft  their  force  ;     565 

Various  their  fpeed,  but  endlefs  is  their  courfe. 

From  his  firft  fountain  and  beginning  ou/e, 

Down  to  the  fea  each  brook  and  torrent  flows : 

Though  fundry  drops  or  leave  or  fweil  the  llream. 

The  whole  Hill  runs,  with  equal  pace,  the  fame  ;   570 

Still  other  waves  fupply  the  rifing  urns. 

And  the  eternal  flood  no  want  of  water  mourns. 

Why  then  mull  man  obey  the  fad  decree. 
Which  fubjecfls  neither  fun,  nor  wind,  nor  fea  ? 

A  flower,  that  does  with  opening  mom  arife,     575 
And,  flourifhing  the  day,  at  evening  dies  ; 
A  winged  eaftern  blall,  juft  flamming  o'er 
The  ocean's  bjovv,  and  fmking  on  the  fliore  ; 
A  fire,  whofe  flames  through  crackling  fl:ubble  fly ; 
A  meteor  fliooting  from  the  fummer  flcy  ;  580 

A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roll'd  ; 
A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told  ; 
A  noon-tide  fliadow,  and  a  midnight  dream  ; 
Are  emblems,  which  with  femblance  apt  proclaim 
Our  earthly  courfe  :  but,  O  my  foul !   fo  fail  385 

Mud  life  run  ofl^,  and  death  for  ever  lafl;  ? 

This  dark  opinion,  fure,  is  too  confin'd  ; 
Elfe  whence  this  liope,  and  terror  of  the  mind  ? 
Does  fomething  fl:ill,  and  fomewhere  yet  remain. 
Reward  or  punifliment,  delight  or  pain  ?  ^90 

U  4  Say ; 
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Say  :  fhall  our  relicks  fecond  birth  receive  ? 

Sleep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 

When  the  fad  wife  has  clos'd  her  hufband^s  eyes, 

And  pierc'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries, 

Xiies  the  pale  corpfe  not  yet  entirely  dead,  595 

The  fpirit  only  from  the  body  fled  ; 

The  groffer  part  of  heat  and  motion  void, 

To  be  by  fire,  or  worm,  or  time,  -deflroy  d  ; 

The  foul,  immortal  fubllance,  to  remain, 

Confcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ?  6co 

And,  if  her  afts  have  been  directed  well. 

While  with  her  friendly  clay  fhe  delgn'd  to  dwell, 

Shall  fhe  with  fafcty  reach  her  priftine  feat  ? 

Find  her  reft  endlefs,  and  her  blifs  complete  ? 

And,  while  the  bury'd  man  we  idly  mourn,  605 

Do  angels  joy  to  fee  his  better  half  return  ? 

But,  if  (lie  has  deform'd  this  earthly  life 

With  murderous  rapine,  and  feditious  ftrife, 

Amaz'd,  repuls'd,  and  by  thofe  angels  driven 

From  the  aethereal  feat,  and  blifsful  heaven,  610 

In  everlafling  darknefs  muil  fhe  lie, 

Still  m.ore  unhappy,  that  (he  cannot  die  ? 

Amid  two  feas,  on  one  fmail  point  of  land, 
Weary'd,  uncertain,  and  amaz'd,  we  ftand : 
On  either  fide  our  thoughts  inceffant  turn  ;  615 

Forward  we  dread,  and  looking  back  we  mourn  ; 
Lofing  the  prefent  in  this  dubious  hafte, 
And  loll  ourfelves  betwixt  the  future  and  the  paft. 

Thefe  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breaft, 
lAj  reafon  ftaggering,  and  my  hopes  opprefs'd,      6zo 

Once 
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Once  more,   I  fald,  once  more  I  will  inquire, 

What  is  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire, 

This  fluttrring  motion,  which  we  call  the  Mind? 

How  does  (he  acl  ?  and  where  is  (he  confin'd  ? 

Have  we  the  power  to  guide  her  as  we  pleafc  ?       625 

Whence  then  thofe  evils,  that  obftrudl  our  cafe  I 

We  happincfs  purl'ue  ;  wc  fly  from  pain  ; 

Yet  the  purfuit,  and  yet  the  flight,  is  vain  : 

And,  while  poor  Nature  labours  to  be  bleft, 

53y  day  with  pleafure,  and  by  night  with  rell:,        630 

Some  ftronger  power  eludes  our  fickly  will, 

Dafhing  our  rifmg  hope  with  certain  ill ; 

And  makes  us  with  refleciive  trouble  fee, 

Uhat  all  is  deftin'd,  which  we  fancy  free. 

That  Power  fuperior  then,  which  rules  our  mind. 
Is  his  decree  by  human  prayer  inclin'd  ? 
Will  he  for  facrilice  our  forrows  eafe  ? 
And  can  our  tears  reverfe  his  Arm  decrees? 
Then  let  religion  aid,  where  reafon  fails ; 
Throw  loads  of  incenfe  in,  to  turn  the  fcales  ;        640 
And  let  the  filent  fanduaiy  fhew, 
What  from  the  babbling  fchools  w^e  may  not 
How  man  may  fhun  or  bear  his  deltin'd  part 

What  fliall  amend,  or  what  abfolve,  our  fate  ? 
Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  Hate,  645 

BetAvixt  infinity  and  nothing,  bounds. 
Or  boundlefs  terms,  whofe  doubtful  fenfe  confounds, 
Unequal  thought !  whilfl  all  we  apprehend 
Is,  that  our  hopes  mufl;  rife,  our  forrows  end, 
As  our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend. 

I  faid  ; 
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I  faid  ; — and  inftant  bad  the  prieils  prepare 
The  ritual  facrifice  and  folemn  prayer. 
Seleft  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 
A  hundred  bulls  afcend  the  facred  way. 
The  artful  youth  proceed  to  form  the  choir  ;  6^$ 

They  breathe  the  flute,  or  Urike  the  vocal  wire. 
The  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance  ; 
They  beat  the  timbrel,  and  inftruft  the  dance. 
Follows  the  chofen  tribe  from  Levi  fprung, 
Chaunting,  by  juft  return,  the  holy  fong.  660 

Along  the  choir  in  folemn  ftate  they  paft : 

— The  anxious  king  came  lad. 
The  facred  hymn  performed,  my  promised  vow 
I  paid  ;  and,  bowing  at  the  altar  low. 

Father  of  Heaven !    ( I  faid )  and  Judge  of  Earth ! 
Whofe  word  call'd  out  this  univerfe  to  birth  ; 
By  whcfe  kind  povv-^er  and  influencing  care 
The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are  ; 
But,  ceafing  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  power. 
They  move  (alas!)  and  live,  and  are  no  more  :     670 
Omnifcient  Maflier,  omniprefent  King, 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  lafl:  difl;refs  I  bring. 

Thou,  that  canfl:  fl;ill  the  raging  of  the  feas, 
Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bid  the  tempefl;s  ceafe  ! 
Redeem  my  fliipwreck'd  foul  from  raging  gufts      675 
Of  cruel  paffion  and  deceitful  luflis  : 
From  ftorms  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of  pride. 
Let  thy  fiirong  hand  this  little  veflel  guide 
(It  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  through  the  tide 

Impetuous 
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Impetuous  of  this  life  :  let  thy  command  680 

Direft  my  courfe,  and  bring  me  fafe  to  land  ! 

If,  while  this  weary'd  flefh  draws  fleeting  breath. 
Not  fatisfy'd  with  life,  afraid  of  death, 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  fhould  know 
Glimpfe  of  delight,  or  paufe  from  anxious  woe  ;     685 
From  Now,  from  inftant  Now,  great  Sire  !   difpel 
The  clouds  that  prefs  my  foul  ;  from  Now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  Now  infpire 
My  tongue  to  fing,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyre  ; 
My  open  thought  to  joyous  profpefts  raife,  690 

And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  fing  thy  praife. 
Or,  if  thy  will  ordains  I  flill  fliall  wait 
Some  new  Hereafter,  and  a  future  ftate, 
Permit  me  ftrength,  my  weight  of  woe  to  bear. 
And  raife  my  mind  fuperior  to  my  care.  695 

Let  me,  howt'er  unable  to  explain 
The  fecret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man. 
With  humble  zeal  confefs  thy  awful  power ; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  ftill  adore. 
So  in  my  conquefl  be  thy  might  declar'd,  703 

And  for  thy  juftice  be  thy  name  rever'd. 

My  prayer  fcarce  ended,  a  ftupendous  gloom 
Darkens  the  air  ;  loud  thunder  fliakes  the  dome. 
To  the  beginning  miracle  fucceed 
An  awful  filence  and  religious  dread.  70^ 

Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day ; 
The  facred  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 
Untouch'd,  uulighted,  glows — 

Ambro* 
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Ambrofial  odour,  fuch  as  never- flows 

From  Arab's  gum,  or  the  Sabcean  rofe,  710 

Does  round  the  air  evolving  fcents  difFufe  : 

The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dews : 

Celeftial  mufic   (fuch  Jeflides'  lyre, 

Such  Miriam's  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require) 

Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear,  yir 

With  ecftacy  too  fine,  and  pleafure  hard  to  bear. 

And  lo  !  what  fees  my  ravifh'd  eye  ?  what  feels 

My  wond'ring  foul  ?  An  opening  cloud  reveals 

An  heavenly  form,  embody'd,  and  array'd 

With  robes  of  light.    I  heard.    The  angel  faid  :     720 

Ceafe,  man  of  woman  born,  to  hope  relief 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief; 
Thy  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind, 
Supprefs  thy  pafiions,  and  prepare  thy  mind; 
Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow,  72  c 

Ee  us'd  to  forrow,  and  inur'd  to  woe  ; 
By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  o'ercome, 
See  thy  decrttafe,  and  hailen  to  thy  tomb  ; 
J^eave  to  thy  children  tumult,  Urife,  and  war. 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care  ;  730 

Send  the  fucceffive  ills  through  ages  down, 
And  let  each  weeping  father  tell  his  fon, 
That  deeper  fl:ruck,  and  more  diftinftly  griev'd. 
He  muil  augment  the  forrows  he  receiv'd. 

The  child,  to  whofe  fuccefs  thy  hope  is  bound,  735 
Ere  thou  art  fcarce  interred,  or  he  is  crown'd, 
To  hill  of  arbitrary  fway  inclin'd 
(That  curfed  poifon  to  the  prince's  mind  !) 

ShaU 
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Shall  from  thy  didates  and  his  duty  rove. 
And  lofe  his  great  defence,  his  people's  love  ;         743 
lll-counfel'd,  vanqiiidiM,  fugitive,  difgracM, 
Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacobus  ilrengtii  eflac'd  ; 
Shall  figh  the  king  diminiih'd,  and  the  crown 
With  lefTen'd  rays  defcending  to  his  fon  ; 
Sliall  fee  the  wreaths,  his  grandfire  knew  to  reap   745^ 
By  adive  toil  and  military  fweat, 
Pining,  incline  their  fickly  leaves,  and  (hed 
Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head  ; 
By  arms  or  prayer  unable  to  affuage 
Domeftic  horror  and  intelline  rage,  750 

Shall  from  the  vidlor  and  the  vanquifii'd  fear, 
From  IfraePs  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  fpear  ; 
Shall  cafi  his  weary'd  limbs  on  Jordan's  flood, 
By  brother's  arms  diflurb'd,  and  Itain'd  with  kindred- 
blood. 

Hence  labouring  years  fiiall  weep  their  dcflin'd  race, 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  fully'd  with  difgrace. 
Time,  by  neceffity  compell'd,  fliall  go 
Through  fcenes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
The  empire,  leflcn'd  in  a  parted  (Iream, 
Shril  lofe  its  courfe —  760 

Indulge  thy  tears  :  the  Heathen  fliall  blafpheme  ; 
Judah  fliall  fall,  opprefs'd  by  grief  and  fliame. 
And  men  fliall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 

New  Egypts  yet  and  fecond  bonds  remain, 
A  harfiier  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain.  765 

Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command. 
Thy  captive  fons  ihall  leave  the  promls'd  land. 

Their 
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Their  name  more  low,  their  fervitude  more  vile, 
Shall  on  Euphrates*  bank  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 

Thefe  pointed  fpires,  that  wound  the  ambient  {\<ij,'jjo 
(Inglorious  change  !)   ihall  in  deftruftion  lie 
Low,  levell'd  with  the  dull ;  their  heights  unknown. 
Or  meafur'd  by  their  ruin.     Yonder  throne, 
For  laftlng  glory  built,  defign'd  the  feat 
Of  kings  for  ever  bleft,  for  ever  great,  775 

Remov'd  by  the  invader's  barbarous  hand, 
Shall  grace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
The  tyrant  (hall  demand  yon'  facred  load 
Of  gold,  and  velTels  fet  apart  to  God, 
Then,  by  vile  hands  to  common  ufe  debas'd,       780 
Shall  fend  them  flowing  round  his  drunken  feaft, 
With  facrilegious  taunt,  and  impious  jeft. 

Twice  fourteen  ages  fliall  their  way  complete  ; 
Empires  by  various  turns  fliall  rife  and  fet ; 
While  thy  abandon'd  tribes  fliall  only  know  785 

A  different  mafl:er,  and  a  change  of  Vv'-oe, 
With  down-cafl:  eye-lids,  and  with  looks  aghafl. 
Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  pail. 

Afilifted  Ifrael  fliall  fit  weeping  down, 
Fafl:  by  the  flireams  where  Babel's  waters  run  ;        790 
Their  harps  upon  the  neighbouring  willows  hung. 
Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue. 
Nor  cheerful  dance  their  feet  ;  with  toil  opprefs'd, 
Their  wearyM  limbs  afpiring  but  to  refl:. 
In  the  rcfle6live  fl:ream  the  flghing  bride,  795 

Viewing  her  charms  inipair'd,  abafli'd,  ihall  hide 

Her 
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Her  penfive  head  ;  and  lii  her  languid  face 
The  bridegroom  fhall  fotefee  his  fickly  race. 
While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  clofe  embrace. 
With  irkfome  anguiOi  then  your  priells  fhall  mourn  8co 
Their  long-neglefted  feafts  defpair'd  return, 
And  fad  oblivion  of  their  folemn  days. 
Thenceforth  their  voices  they  (hall  only  raife, 
I^ouder  to  weep,     By  day,  your  frighted  feers 
Shall  call  for  fountains  to  cxprefs  their  tears,  9>o^ 

And  wifli  their  eyes  were  floods  ;     by  night,  from 

dreams 
Of  opening  gulphs,  black  ftorms,  and  raging  flames. 
Starting  amaz'd,  fliall  to  the  people  fliew 
Emblems  of  heavenly  wrath,  and  myflic  types  of  woe. 
The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  fhall  require  810 

That  they  fliould  breathe  the  fong,  and  touch  the  lyre, 
Shall  fay :  can  Jacob's  fervile  race  rejoice, 
Untun'd  the  mufick,  and  difus'd  the  voice  ? 
What  can  we  play  (they  fliall  difcourfe),  how  fing 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barbarous  king  ?  815 

We  and  our  fathers,  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  vi(ftor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lafli,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 
(Out-cafl:  of  mortal  race  !)  can  we  conceive 
Image  of  aught  delightful,  foft,  or  gay  ?  820 

Alas !  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longfomc  day, 
The  fullefl;  blifs  our  hearts  afpire  to  know 
Is  but  fome  interval  from  adive  woe. 
In  broken  refl:  and  ilartling  fleep  to  mourn, 
Till  morn,  the  tyrant,  and  the  fcourge,  return.       825 
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Bred  up  in  grief,  can  pleafiire  be  our  theme  ? 

Our  endlefs  anguiili  does  not  nature  claim  ? 

Reafon  and  forrow  are  to  us  the  fame. 

Alas  !  with  wild  amazement  we  require,. 

If  idle  Folly  was  not  Pleafure's  lire  ?  830 

Madnefs,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birth 

To  grinning  Laughter,  and  to  frantic  Mirth. 

This  is  the  feries  of  perpetual  woe. 
Which  thou,  alas  !  and  thine,  are  born  to  know. 
Illullrious  wretch  !   repine  not,,  nor  reply  :  835 

View  not  what  Heaven  ordains  v>ath  Reafon's  eye. 
Too  bright  the  object  is  ;  the  diftance  is  too  high. 
The  man,  who  would  refolve  the  Vv'ork  of  fate. 
May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  ftraight : 
Stop  thy  inquiry  then,  and  curb  thy  fenfe,  84a; 

Nor  let  dull  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
'Tis  God  who  mull  difpofe,  and  man  fuftain, 
Born  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 
Thy  film  of  life  mull  his  decrees  fulfil  ; 
What  derogates  from  his  command,  is  ill ;  8^j 

And  that  alone  is  good  which  centres  in  his  will. 

Yet,  that  thy  labouring  fenfes  may  not  droop, 
Loft  to  delight,  and  deflitute  of  hope. 
Remark  what  I,  God's  meffenger,  aver 
Froin  him,  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err.  85a 

The  hnd,  at  length  redeemed,  fhall  ceafe  to  mourn,. 
Shall  from  her  fad  captivity  return. 
Sion  fhall  raife  her  long-deje6led  head. 
And  ill  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read. 

Aeaia. 
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Again  the  glorious  temple  Hiall  arifcr,  855 

And  with  new  luftre  pierce  the  neighbouring  fkics. 
Tlie  promis'd  feat  of  empire  Hiall  again 
Cover  the  mountain,  and  command  tiie  plain  ; 
And,  from  thy  race  diilinguifli'd,  One  fhall  fpring. 
Greater  in  act  than  vi£lor,  more  than  king  860 

In  dignity  and  power  ;  fent  down  from  heaven, 
To  fuccour  earth.     To  Him,  To  Him,  'tis  given, 
Pallion,  and  care,  and  anguifh,  to  deftr»y. 
Through  Him,  foft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy. 
Perpetual  o'er  the  world  redeemed  fhall  flow  ;  865 

No  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 

Now,  Solomon  \  remembering  who  thou  art, 
A6:  through  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
Go  forth  :  be  ilrong  :  with  patience  and  with  care 
Perform,  and  fuffer  :  to  thyfelf  fevere,  8  70 

Gracious  to  others,  thy  defires  fupprefs'd, 
DifFus'd  thy  virtues  ;  firfl  of  men  !  be  beft. 
■^hy  fum  of  duty  let  two  words  contain  ; 
(O  may  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain!) 
Be  humble,  and  be  juft.     The  angel  faid. —  875 

With  upward  fpeed  his  agile  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Whilil  on  the  holy  ground  I  prollrate  lay, 
By  various  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey, 
Or  to  object :  at  length   (my  mournful  look 
Heaven-ward  ereft)  determin'd  thus  I  fpoke  :.       880 

Supreme,  all-wife,  eternal  Potentate  ! 
Sole  Author,  fole  Difpofer  of  our  fate  ! 
Enthron'd  in  light  and  immortality. 
Whom  no  man  fully  fees,  and  noiiv:  can  fee !- 
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Original  of  Beings !   Power  divine  !  885 

Since  that  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  thine  !— 

Benign  Creator  !  let  thy  plaftic  hand 

Difpofe  its  own  efFe6l  ;  let  thy  command 

Reftore,  Great  Father  !  thy  inftrufted  fon  ; 

And  in  my  ad  may  thy  great  will  be  done  I  890 


SNGRAVEN    ON    THREE    SIDES   OF   AN    ANTIQUE   LAMP> 
GIVEN    BY    ME    TO    LORD    HARLEY. 

Antiquam  hanc  Lampadem 

e  Mufeo  Colbertino  aUatam, 

Domino  Harleo  inter  K£^jtx'^^^a  fua 

Reponendam  D.  D.  Matthasus  Prior. 

This  Lamp,  which  Prior  to  his  Harley  gave. 
Brought  from  the  altar  of  the  Cyprian  Dame, 

Indulgent  Time,  through  future  ages  fave. 
Before  the  Mufe  to  burn  with  purer  flame  I 

Sperne  diledum  Veneris  facellum, 
Sandius,  Lampas,  tibi  munus  orno  ; 
I,  fove  cafto  vigil  Harleianas 

Igne  Camoenas. 
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